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CHAPTER 1.
The Derelict!

‘4 OT a sign of rain!? zpid Mr. Adams,
weeond ofiicer of the brg Vulture,

as he stood against the poop rail,
looking at the golden sunset. *“ And
after the storm we've just had, the weather’s
likely to he settled for days.”
Nelson Lee touched his companion on the
A,
“Not zo lond, Mr., Adams,” he murmured
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famous deteciive.

“T-E!
believe that rain will scon come, and that

tinned the them
omr  water supply will  be replenished.
Besides, there is always the chance that we
shall get showers.”

Myr. Adams 'ooked at the sunset again and
compressed his lips,

“ Not much of a chance,” he =aid zlowly.

The evening was well-nich  perfect.
Scarcely a breath of wind blew, but what
there was had a cooling touch, The day
had been blazing hot, the sun beating down
out of a clondless ¢ky. T

warningly. " No need fo let the boys know he Vulture was

how sevions the posi- drifting somewhere in

tion s, the Atlantic in a
“Sorry! Td forgot- A g"ﬂﬂd iﬂﬂg complete yarn tropical zone.

ten,” said Mr. Adams. Many hundred mniles
“Althonmgh they’ll By to the north-east, l.rce

have (o know the worst
O A *{r]-
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any means of making sure, for all the navi-
gating instruments aboard the brig were out
of commission. Perhaps they were drifting
much, much farther to the west. They only
knew that they were far out of the track of
regular shipping, alone on this vast expanse
of the ocean.

This was the second day they had drifted
—the second day sinco Captain Blackford
Angel and his rascally mate, Mr. Cragg, had
deserted tho ship with halt the crew. The
position was hourly becoming more serious.
. Nelson Lee, as he stood on the poop, fell
into a reverie. He idly wondered what was
thappening in London now; how his affairs
were going. He had made no prepara-
tions, left no instructions. His lawyers, his
bankers, everybody who had any dealings
with him, must be wondering,

Neither Lee nor his

been paid to carry them off by an implacabls
encmy of Lee's—a man who, having escaped
from prison, not only desired icvenge, but
a clear field in which to continue his nefari-
ous work. Incidentally, this man, by a
strange trick of chance, had been re-arrested
only an hour after he had sent Welson Lee
and the boys off on their unwilliag adventure.

The awakening had come—the knowledge
that thev were ‘“*before the mast.” Then
the storm, with both the capta:n and the
mate incapably drunk. Nelson Lee and Mr.
Adams had done everything in their power,
but the old tub had come throvgh only at
the cost of losing the greater part of her
rotten geanr. Her masts had practically
gone, her rudder had dropped off aud the
storm had left her a drifting nulk. Only
one boat remained sound, and 1n this the
captain and the mate and most of tho crew
had stolen away during the night.

This would not have been so bad in itself.
None of those who remained on the Vulture
was sorry that those blackguards had gone.

But the fresh water

six cub detectives were aas o . supply had gone with
i_il;elf:.rl to htfor}get }tha Drifting, drifting . . . belpless in thg?. 1 .
ateful night when they s . . ter the storm 1t
had been shanghaied 1he €?’lfﬂ?1§l£’d weed ... fff?pp(’(f I wad been discovered
Aietemutablo windjem, 1 dreaded Sargasso Sea ... et e . coneiderable
mer, Captain  Angel  [1ffle }J(}pg of rescue for Nelsonn  stores had been ruined

had been only a tool
in the affair; he had

Lee and his young assistants.

by spa water, Also, a
large part of her water
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supply had escaped, owing to bad storage.
There had Leen suthicient, perhaps, to last a
week.,

Captain Angel, knowing fuil we!l thar the

brig might drift for several weeks before
e =al: was sighted, had taken (hat entire
water supply with him. In the longbeat,

they could rig up a mast and a sai, and
that water would last them & month., A
month to find a shipping route—ind rescue!
Tlasy cnough to say that the Vulture had
foundered !

For those left on the brig, hovever, there
was little or no chance!

¢“ ANGED if 1 can think of any-

H thing !” =aid Mr. Adams, after a

while, “Even if we build a raft,

what's the good?  We shali be

worse offl than ever. It's a mighty un-

pleasant thought, Mr. ILce, but 'L seems to

mo that we shall just drift on until we all

peg out—one alter the other. Thirst’'s a
ghastly thing.”

“1 know it—before now I bhave been lost
in the Sahara,” replied Lee guietly. ** And
perhaps this kind of thirst—surrounded as
we are by undrinkable water—is even worse.
I've been wondering 1if we esuldn’t distil
some of it,”

“By Jove, that’s not a bad wdes,” said the
sccond officer cagerly. " How do you do it?
Boil up the salt water and let the steain con-
dense (into something ? Couldn’t we manage
to fake up some sort of apparatus?”

“We shall have to try—it's a matter of
lifo or death for us,” said Nelson Lee.
“Thank goodness we've got enough food.
Pretty awtul food, but it's something. What
do you make of our position,  Mr. Adams?”
he added abruptly. :

“ After that storm, there’s no telling where
we were blown to,” said the otaer cantiously.
“But we're somewhere pretiy tropicai—and
that means that we must have driftea con-
siderably south. Wo may be within a
hundred miles of a steamship route, or we
mav not.”

“You'ro not very helplul,” smiled Lee
dryly, :

Nipper and DBrowne and Sir Montie
Tregellis-\WWest came up the poop ladder, and
Nelson Leo and Mr. Adams changed their
conversation. This lack of water was bad
enough without discussing 1t in front of the
boys. - _

“Notice how we're drifting?” askea Mr.
Adams. " There's something about it I can’t
quite understand. Thero must be an
almighty strong eurrent. You can’t actu-
ally sce,_but yon can feel that we’re ‘on the
move all the time.”

“That’s what we came up to say, guv’nor,”
explained Nipper. “It i3 rummy, isn’t it?
That old Swedish sailor, Olsen, reckons that
we'vo got into the west wind drift, and that
as timo goes on we shall move faster.”

“Towards where?” asked Lece curiously.

“0Old Olsen secms to think :hat there’s a
mysterions zone in this part of the Atlantice
where we shall get completely lost,” replied
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Nipper. " He says once we get fair!. into
it, there's no possible escape.”

“Old sailors’ tales!” said
bluritiy.

He was quite a young man; a tell, clean-
limbed fellow with e.car eyes. He had,
indeod, always secmed out of place on this
dirry old windjammer. Being a sailor of
the new school, so to speak, he hadn’t much
patience with the yaitns that were told by the
old-timers.

“The cook's getting a meal of sorts ready,”
remarked Nipper. " He's in an awful stew
about the water, though. It's no good your
trying to kid us, you know, guv'nor,” he
went on, looking at Nelson Lee. “Wao all
know how things stand.”

“Roughly, brothers,, there's about half a
gallon lefr,” said Willlam Napoleon Browne,
“And bhalf a gallon, in this climate, will go
about as far as half a pint would at the
North Pole. Not a clond in the sky, and
not an island in sight. Taking it all round,
a pretty foul sort of prospect.”

“Perhaps the night will bring rain,’
Lee quietiy.

But, in his heart, he knew that it wouldn’t.
It was not dillicult to see that the weather
had set in for a feir spell; and in such a
zone as this 1t was quite on the cards thas
there would be cloudless skies [or several
weeks running. Not that this would affect
the adventurers. Two days was about the

Mr.

Jodams

2

said

limit for them. If no water could be
obtained by then they would certainly
perish. ;

“Well, it’s no good talking about -

Mir. Adams paused .in the middle of his
sentence, and a surprised look came into his
eves. He glanced sharply at Nelson Lee.

“Did you feel that?” he asked in a curious
voide.

“1 felt something,” replied Lee, walking
to the rail, and looked overside.

“We hit something, didn't we, sir?” asked
Sir Montie.

"It wasn’t like that,” put in Mr. Adams.
“TIt seemed to come from far, far below. A
sort of concussion, as though there had becen
an earthquake on the sea bed.”

They stood there, intent and puzzled.
For'ard, old Olsen, the Swede, had gone to
the side with two of the other ecubs. The
cook had come out of his galley. Nobody
spoke. There was a tense, expectant hush.

FExcept for the occasional ereaking of old
timbers, the silence was absolute, The sea
was as calm as e millpond. The sun had
just dipped down, and the heavens were
filled with an intense golden glow, changing
to vermillion in places.

Boom-oom !

“There it is again!” whispered Nipper,
with a cateh in his voice.

It was like the sound of a distant heavy
gun—but it scemed to come from below. 1t
was so faint and indistinet that some of
them wondered if their ears had deceived
them. Yet they had felt it, too.

“Look 1” ejaculated Browne, pointing.
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He pointed to the horizon over the star-
board quarter. At first the others could not
quite see what he meant; then they noticed
that there was a long, whitish line in
evidence, clearly distinguishable from the
horizon. Even as they watched, it scemed
to grow bigger—and to get nearer.

“%Io!y cats!” muttered Mr. Adams.
“What the deuce can it be ?”

“It's a tidal wave—and it's coming this
way !” retorted Lee sharply. “Look lively,
boys! Get below! Hey, you down there!
Make o move—quickly !  There’s trouble
coming !”

The air was filled with a low drumming
sound. That white line, so vague at first,
was now recognisable as a great mass of
foaming sca, sweeping onwards with
incredible speed.

“Cheese 1t, guv'nor!” protested Nipper.
“Let's stay on deck, We want to see it!”

“You silly young idiot!” roared Lee.
“It's death for anybody who stays on deck !
Get below while there’s time !”

“Right-oh, guv'nor!” gasped Nipper,
startled.

“This 1s serious, Adams,” muttered Lec,
grasping the second officer’s arm. “If we
turn turtle it’ll be the end.”

“A bit quicker than we expected, eh?”
said Mr. Adams quietly.

Although Nelson Lee had been shipped
aboard the Vulture as a deck hand, he was
now on an equality with Mr. Adams.
Indeed, the young officer tacitly permitted
Lee to take command.

Tho great foaming mass of water bore
down upon the dercliet with an ever-increas-
ing roar. Lee was convinced that thosc
booms had been caused by some volcanic
cruption on the sea bed. This stupendous
tidal wave was the result, and the Vulture
was directly in its path.

All hands dashed aft into the saloon. The

skylight was closed and battened down. All
hatchways, portholes, and doors were
sccured.

“My hat!” panted Nipper, as he stood
at onc of the portholes.

Two or three of the other cubs were there,
and they could see clearly, The tidal wave
was nearly upon them. It seemed to Nipper
that the crest of it towered hundreds of
feet above the normal level of the ocean. Tt
was like a gigantic wall of water, rushing
onwards with the speed of an express train.

The air was filled with the booming
thunder of it, and nothing could save the
brig from being caught. If she happened
to drift broadside on she would simply turn
turtle at the first impact, and in all
probability dive straight down to her doom.
But if she was erd on when the ecrisis

came there was a chance—
“Hold tight!” shouted Nelson Lee
urgently.

Nipper grabbed at something near the
porthole. Astern, he ecould sece the wall of
water, seeming to reach almost to the sky

like a precipice. The next second the tidal
wave was upon them!

—_—

CHAPTER 2.
The Amazing Awakening!

P, up went the Vulture.
ll I To those harassed souls on board
it scemed that the end had come.
The old timbers groaned, and the air
was full of thunderous, confused sounds.
The brig was picked up by the wave like
a fragment of driftwood. For an cternity
the Vulture appeared to hover on its very
crest.  The foaming sca erashed down upor
her decks with appalling force. Water was
pouring through the skylight hatch, which
had been half smashed., Cascades were
shooting down the companion. Then came
the worst moment of all., The great wave
passed on, leaving the brig to slide, almost
sheer, down the giddy slope behind. It was
a dreadful scnsation. ;
~'We're going!” gurgled Tommy Watson.
“We're sinking to the bottom.”
He was not the only one who thousht

this. There was a sudden violent jolt. The
Vulture plunged down into the green
waters, and for some moments she was

indeed submerged. Then sluggishly, relue-
tantly, she bored her way up to the surface.
and hundreds of tons of water poured from
her decks in giant cascades. She had sur-
vived.

“A miraele !” muttered Mr. Adams. *“I
never dreamed we'd come through.”

The cook, an elderly, leathery, wiry little
man, was knocked out. Ho had slithered
across the cabin and ecrashed his skull
against a bulkhead. Fenton and Stevens
were hurt, too. The rest had managed te
cscape with only a few bruises.

“Phew ! That was pretty warm while it
lasted,” said Nipper breathlessly.

“I think it's safe on deck now,” remarked
Lee, as he prepared to render first aid.
“Perhaps you'll look, Mr. Adams?”

The doors were unfastened, and when Mr.
Adams went out on deck he found every-
thing placid. But for the drenched con-
dition of the entire ship, it was difficult to
realise that such a dramatic thing had just
happened.

“Well, we've come to no harm,” said the
sccond oflicer. ““We were so smashed about
already that there wasn’t anything clse to
smash.”

“Why, it's calm exclaimed Nipper,
locking round. *There’s some foamn on the
sea and the swell is a bit heavier, other-
wise it's as calm as ever.”

192

“But we seem to be drifting faster,”
said Tommy Watson. “My only hat!
We're not  just gliding along—we're
racing !”

“Must be an illusion,” muttered Nipper.
If so, it was a very vivid illusion. As
before, they could feel it rather than sce it.
They had an unmistakable impression that
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the brig was being carried along at a great
pace. It was difficult to determine, how-
ever, because the water was going with

them. They were caught in a mighty
current,
ITHIN an hour there wasn’t the
slightest trace of what had hap-

pened.

The tropical night had fallen,
and a myriad of stars were gleaming over-
head, The air was so utterly still that every
tiny creak of the vessel sounded sharply.
Her decks had dried by now, and the sea
itself was as calm as ever. Mr. Adams had
taken soundings, and he wasn’t particularly
pleased.

“She’s taking in water,” he reported to
Nelson Lee.  “Not much, but sufficient to
make things uncomfortable for us if it keeps
en. The old tub is as rotten as a worm-
caten carrot, and the wonder is that she
didn’t crack up completely. On the whole,
she’s done well”

“What about the pumps?”

“No good—never were,” replied Mr.
Adams. “If she fills up, she’ll sink, and
nothing we can do can save her.  Still,

she’ll last for days yet, unless, of course, we

hit another storm.”

“We'd better all get to sleep,” said
Nelson Lee. ““There’s no telling what the
morrow will bring, and there’s really
nothing to be gained by keeping a wateh.
Far better to sleep soundly until dawn, and
then do what we can to conjure up some
fresh water.”

The boys were only too ready to turn in,
After the excessive heat of the day they
were all tired. Iverybody was thirsty, but
nobody grumbled.

Another dawn came.

Nelson Lee was the first out, but before
heo could reach the other end of the saloon
Nipper appeared.  Both were attired in
their pyjamas, and they went out on deck
together.

“I woke up like a shot as soon as I hcard
you, guv'nor,” said Nipper. *“I wanted
to come out to have a loock at the weather.
My hat, what a morning! A cloudless sky
and a blazing sun! I don’t think I've ever
hated the sun until now.”

“The outlook is not very cheerful,”
admitted Lee, patting Nlpper on the
shoulder, *Still, we mustn’t lose heart.
There's no tclling what might happen
between now and——"

“Guv'nor,” broke in Nipper excitedly,
“look ! What’s happened to the sca? It’s
—it’s different! T’ve never known it to be

p1

50 rummy !

They stood against the rail, staring.

An cextraordinary change had come over
the ocean during the night. Its greeny-
blueness had gone, and it now scemed to be
a murky, brownish black. Ako, it was

uncannily still. It was like a dead sea,
sullen, brooding with evil. Away on the
horizon there was a haze. Tt was misty and

indistinet. Nipper bent over the rail and
stared down. Again he uttered a startled
ejaculation.

“Look down there, sir!” he muttered.
“Can you sce them, too? Great long ropes
of a browny-yellow something. What is it ?”

“Weed !” replicd Lee grimly.

“Weed? Do you mean seawend, guvnor?”

“Not the secaweed that vou and I are
familiar with, but somecthing of a totally
different nature,” replied Nelson Lee. “Now
I can understand the reasom for the sea's
changed appearance. It iz ehoked with this
weed, which floats just below the surface.
Heaven alone knows how far down it ex-
tends.”

They continued to stare, Nipuer fascinated.

“They seem to be as thick 1ound as a
man’s body, sir!” he exclaimed. “Great
long tentacles, like gigantie hosepipes. And
I can sece leaves, too—ygreat things over
twelve feet across.”

“Kither this is dcep sea weed, torn from
the ocean bed by the carthquake of lasi night
—or something else,” replied Lee slowly,

“Whet do you mean, sir--something
else 77 .

“1 have an idea that this is surface weed,
after all,” said Lee. “ But it’s nat often thas
men see it like this. SBanrgasso weed, Nipper.
There 1s every indication that we are not
only in very close proximity to the Sargasso
Sea, but that we are actually drifting deeply
into it1"

“The Sargasso Sea!” muttered Nipper—
and there was a note of horrer in his voice.

HEN the others came on deck they
§;V could talk of nothinz but the
strange phenomenen. Mr. Adams,
at first, was sceptical: but he soon
changed his mind, particularly when 1t was
more than ecvident that the Vulture was still
drifting. For the farther she <rifted, tho
denser became the weed. Yet there were
indications that the weed was comparatively
sparse in the immediate vicinity of the ship.
At some distance on either side it scemed
to be muech thicker.

“There’s really nothing in this talk about

the Sargasso Soa, is there?” asked Mr.
Adams bluntly, *“You've had a lot of ex-
perience, Mr. Lee, and you kiow a heap

more than I do. I'm a raw hand, and I've
never really worked on the Atlantic service.”

“Many people think that the Sargasso Sca
is a myth,”” replied Nelson Lee thoughtfully,
“I know differently because I have seen it
before. The reason winy so many modern
sailormen discount the existence of ﬂurh a
spot is that all modern ships avoid 1

“Thus, the average sailor never sces any-
thing to substantiate the yarns he nears from
the old seadogs. No steamer cver deliber-

ately passes nearer than the mere fringe of
the weed. 'There aren’t meny ocean-going
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and the few that
do use the Atlantic take care to give this

sailing vessels afloat now;

zono a wide berth., We only got into it
because of Captain Angel's ineomnpetence as
a navigator and beeause we driited for many
hundreds of miles in a rudderless condition
after the storm.”

“But this Sargasso Sea, sir?” asked Fen-
ton eagerly.

“It's rather difficult to deseribe,” replied
Nelson Lee. “Really, it’s a sort of back-
water, or eddy, of all the big Atlantic
currents. These currents are quite normal
on the fringes of the actual zone, but beyond
a- certain point they act differently; they
begin to draw things inwards, It is a slow
but irresistible force—like a magnet sucking
everything towards it.

“Derclicts—as you know yourself, Mr,
Adams—have been known to float for three or
four years in the Atlantic, a menace to ship-
ping, sighted by this vessel, reported by
that, but always elusive. Such derehiets may
travel for thousands of miles before they

are found and sunk—or before they get
inevitably drawn into the vortex of the
Sargasso Seca.”

“But if it’s just water, sir, they sink any-
how in time,” remarked Stevens,

“It isn't just water,” replied Nelson ILee.

“Try to imagine an ordinary basin full of

< N,::'.‘;.:_‘;; :_:.-
o R R VY

\_.L_\ 1

'] i‘l

With! a rush and a roar the tidal
wave bore down upon the helpless
vesse

water. I dare say vou've donc the thing
many times as children. Drop all sorts of
odds and ends into that basin—after vou
have stirred the water mto a swift rotary
motion with a stick. What happens? All
those match-ends and scraps of paper are
drawn towards the centre, and when the
water becomes still e¢very tiny atom of float-
ing material forms a compact little mass
in the centre,”

“That's true, guv'nor,” said Nipper.

“Well, the Atlantic Ocean is our basin
now,” said Nelson Lee. “Like the move-
ment set up by your picce of stick in the
basin, the well-known Atlantic ecurrents
create the irresistible rotary motion. Owing
to the more or less stagnant condition of the
centre of this vortex, weed grows—coarse,
dank scaweed such as is found in no other
part of the world. Hulks and derelicts geot
out of the main currents, and drift into this
place of dead shipping. Many sink, but
others get jammed in the weed and remain
afloat. It i1s even said that Spanish galleons
are still to be found. And yvou mustn't for-
get that all other kinds of flotsam and jetsam
get drawn in—tree trunks from the Amazon
River, and so forth. Once a ship gets fairly
caught in that tangle, there is no escape for
it.  That's why people who go to the Sar-
gasso seldom—if ever—come back. It is a
kind of one-way street; easy cnough to
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enter, but well-nigh impossible to get out
at.”

Tommy Watson looked pale.

“Then—then if we get drawn in, we might
never get out, sir7” he asked huskily.

“We're not in yet, young 'un,” replied
Lee. “Some trick of the current may save
ns. Tt is said that tho Gulf Stream encircles
the Atlantic Ocean in a sort of mighty
whirlpool. The centre of that whirlpool 1s
this region of the Sargasso Sea. For hun-
dreds of years wrecks have been collecting—-
ever since the first Spanish vessel essayed
the adventure of the Atlantic crossing.”

They all stood there, looking out across
tho dull, drab expanse. A change had come
over the sky during the past hour or so; its
former blueness had become dull and leaden.
The sun looked hazy. An utter and dreary
silence brooded over the great wastes.

“Look over there, guv'nor,” said Nipper,
pointing. “Some of the weed is so thick
that it’s projecting from the surface.”

“Yeos, I sce.”

. “ And we're passing it, sir. Do you under-
stand? Passing it!” !

“Upen my word, young ’un, you're
right,” said Lee sharply. ‘“Here, Adams]!
Look at this! Have you got your glasses
handy "

Nelson Lee was intent; and Nipper, at
least, knew that the famous detective was
freshly anxious. There was something here
he didn’t like.

What Nipper said was true. The brig,
drifting together with dense masses of weed,
was passing—and rapidly passing—the even
denser masses. There was something rather
frightening in the spced that the Vulture
had now attained. She was being drawn in-
wards towards the central zone—drawn as
FI'Iﬂélgh by a magnet, just as Nelson Lee had
said.

- “Don’t like the look of
Mr. Adams.

“T think there’s only one explanation,™
replied Nelson Lee. “That submarine
earthquake, and the resultant tidal « wave,
cansed an unprecedented upheaval in the
Sargasso Sea. The weed was split for hun-
dreds of miles—but inevitably it must close
again.”

“And we're being sucked into that—{rac-
ture, shall we say?”

- “The vortex is drawing us,” replied Lee.
“We're in the {reshly-opened channel.
These densely packed banks of weed on
either side mepresent the normal growth,
This weed all about us is loosened and torn,
so it drifts with us.”

It was some moments before Mr., Adams
spoke.

“Then, bluntly, it means that we’re head-
ing for the very heart of the Sargasso?”
he asked. ‘*And after we've got there, the
weed will close right in and seal us up? Is
ithat what you mean, Mr. Lee?”

“That is exactly what I mean!” replied
the great detective quietly.

it,” murmured

CHAPTER 1.
Trapped in the Weed!

T was impossible to keep the facts from
the boys, and from Olsen and the other
members of the crew, They all had
to know.

“My hat! We're in a nasty mess!”
grunted Nipper, when he and the other cub
detectives discussed the situation. *“While
we were drifting in the open sea we did have
a chance of spotting a ship. But here—"
and he broke off significantly.

“If only we could get water!” muitered
Watson. “That’s the horror of it! There’s
no chanee of rain here—not by the look of
the sky. And how else can we get fresh

b s ] Fﬁ'l' l?"
LLEL® L VLS

. Nelson Lee and Mr., Adams were discusse
ing the same subjeet on the poop.

“All our chances of rain have gone, old
man,” said Lee quietly. *“As this is a
vortex for the occan, so it is for the clouds.
In some manner which I cannot explain—
but which is nevertheless a fact—the Atlantic
storms always circle round this zone.”

“You mean that if a storm comes over
the Sargasso, or towards it, it gets turned
off, Mr, Lee?”

“I believe that this region is ab:oluiely
windless, and the deeper we go into it the
less will be the chances of rain,” replied
the detective. “You sce, the whole atmo-
sphere has changed alreadv, It is heavy,
moist, clammy. It’s like a hothouse, or the
interior of a jungle swamp. There’s not

a breath of air. And overhead the haze
s growing—an everlasting misr, through

which the sun can only just penectrate.”

“Ugh!” muttered Mr. Adams, shuddering.
“Makes me feel creepy.”

L“Yos, it has that effect on one,” admitted
ec.,

“If it’s bad now, what about to-night?”
asked the other. “This awful weed! Tt's
closing in already! Look, sir! That bank
over to starboard is no farther off than half
a mile now. Two hours ago it was three
miles away.”

It was the samo on the port side. As the
brig drifted, the channel narrowed. Either

that, or the channel wasz closing up. Gradu-

ally, insidiously, the changes came. Deeper
masses  of weed—more haze—a  greater
humidity. Never could the adventurers

shake off the feeling that they were in a
dead world., There was no glory of the
occan here; the ocean had become a thing
of stark hideousness.

Under normal conditions
would have been bad.
heat was increasing
unhappy castaways,
had gone—had

the situation

But this appalling
the thirsts of tho
The last drop of water
been served round at mid-

day. There would have been no sense in
keeping it, for it would only have
evaported.  They had had a tiny half-
enpful each, a mere drop which only

increased their pangs.
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Very little was said, What was the good
of grumbling or wailing? For the most
part they lounged about on deck, leaning
on the rail, watching the dreary *.u:edscape.
By now the}' were almost completely hemmed
in by the weed. It was yellow, spongy-look-
ing stuff—yellow and brown and green and
black. In places it was massed up into great
heaps, so that the weed formed an undulating
pauorama of little hills and valleys.
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water is at hand, and it certainly m:-uldn’t
have been if we had kept to the open sea.’

Lec was gazing through the glasses, and ho
was startled to find that Browne's statement
was correct. On one of those hummocks of
weed he could distinetly see two smallish
monkevs, their tails gripped round the slimy
tendrils. The little ercatures were tearing
open some of the ecup-like protuberances of
the weed-—and drinking.

_ : ; “By James!” breathed Nelsoa Lee. “ Mr.
It was getting towards evening when Adams! I don’t pretend to know how
Browne made an extraordinary discovery. these monkevs got here, but the rest is
He suddenly grasped at Stevens’ arm and quite logical. This atmosphere 1s heavy
pointed over the };ithl m odi s 1i(;ju rle ;
ort guarter. - Vithout doubt this
v “Correct me if I LOOR At ThlS—- mist condenses into

am mistaken,
Brother Horace,” he
said, his voice
curiously unsteady,
“but do I, or do T
not, sce a monkey ?”

Stevens stared.

“A monkey ?"
repeated,

ride on bis pet.

ta know.

In amazes

"And Don’'t Blink!

I7's only Dick Daring of Skinton
School—bhe’s giving bis chums a

S’fact !
—yes, bul the grand mnew series

the cup-like growths
of the weed. Whilst
thriving on salt
water, they collect
fresh water. It

: e might mean our

A dinosaur, you o,
Extraordinary The excitement
was intense when

ment. the news got round,

SR wmokin® i of stories featuring Dick and b B 57 e
Browne firmly, I)ffStJ' }_-"?5 pet dinosaur, are a minute or two.
staring. “Irll’ fact, gxtmmdmary. F”’Tﬂ}l, foo. Some of the juniors

two monkeys.
“0Old man, you're

You’ll read ’em, and then wanl

wanted to swim

across to the ncarver

ill,” said Stevens. ~ lo read ’em again. bank of weed at
efgmﬂi thiest, L - Jook out for Dick and Dusty goc: gt kop for
"‘A Browne does next f’i”é’-dﬁfﬁ‘dﬂj’, chums ! “That would be
not sucecumb to madness,” he said.

thirst so easily,

brother,” inter-
rupted William
Napoleon coldly.
“I would rewmind

vou that I am still
in possession of my
full faculties,
althongh I 1must
confess that my
throat feels like the

inside of a brick
kiln in $ull blast.
And when I tell

vou that I see two
monkeys, I am not
suffering from an hallucination.
I hope not,” he added doubtfully.
He pointed, and Stevens stared hard.
“Great Scott! There s something,”
said excitedly.
Nelson Lee came over.

At

Rast,

he

“Allow me, sir!” said Browne politely.
He seized Lee's binoculars and  levelled
them. ‘““Monkeys,” he went on  trium-

phantly. “And, by the great panjandrum,
they're drinking. Do you hear that? Drink-
ing! Ring out the joy-bells forthwith !”

**Are vou insane, Browne?" asked Leo
sharply.

“(Gaze, brother—gaze!” said Browne.
“And let us thank our stars that the Sar-
gasso Sea gripped us for its own., Ior

“No swimmer could
exist in these waters,
for he would Dbe-
come entangled in

the weed and
be dragged under.
And how do we

know that the water
is safe In other
ways? There may
be hideous sea
creatures lurking in
its depths. No,
there must be na
swimming."’

On one side the
bank of weed was so near that by utilising
some of the old spars they could reach it.
The spars were used as grappling-hooks, and
as the brig drifted by great clumps of the
weed were dragged aboard.

It was a tense moment when they fivst
cxamined the ugly, spongy cups w hich grew
like hideous flowers in profusion, Pull-
ing back the leathery petals, Nelson Lce
uttered an exclamation. There, buried
deeply in the thing, was a pool of water.

“Taste it, sir!” urged Nipper hoarsely.

Lee did so.

“It is fresh,” he said quietly. “Slightly
acrid, owing to its contact with this weed,
but I have no doubt that it iIs pure and
whotesome.”
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T was remarkable how things had turned
][ out. It had scemed disastrous for the
Vulture to be caught in the entangling
grip of the Bargasso weed, but this
very disaster had brought salvation to the
thirsty adventurers.

By working hard they dragged mass after
mass of the weed aboard. They vollected the
precious fresh water. Long before nightfall
they had gained a supply of several gallons.
The weed, when robbed of its priceless fluid,
was flung overboard again., Glad they were
to get rid of it, too. Ior they found that it
was swarming with queer creatures. IHideous
little water beetles, not unlike miniature
crabs, squirmy things which might or might
not sting.
is !

Chine tha annl-
L S8 6
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thought to the future. He had water, and

he could brew tea and prepare meals once
again., He set about providing an evening
meal which he would be prond of.  After
their firgt drink—which they had not been
able- to resist—Nelson Lee considered it
advisable to boil all the water. It was better
to be on the safe side,

So happy were they all about this dis-

covery that their main position did not
trouble them so much. Their rclief was
enormous, With their thirsts quenched, they

felt that they could face any ordeal with
brave hearts.

And there was something
strong in Nelson Lee. He dominated them
all, even Mr. Adams. His powerful per-
sonality made itself felt more then ever in
this ecrisis. He persisted in remaining
cheerful, laughing and joking, and taking
things lightly, All the others responded.

“Well, boys, we're having quite a little
adventure. after all,” said Nelson l.ce, as
thev stood by the rail, waiting for the wel-
come sound of the gong. “Rather a change
from our usual work in London, eh?”

“Even this is better than bpeing under
the bullying thumb of Captain Angel and
that brute, Cragg, sir,” said Nipper., “As
for being trapped in this weed, there’s
bound to be a way out.”

“Let’s hope so,” replied Lee lightly.

He masked his real fears. The Sarpasso
Sea was a dreaded zone, and well he knew
1t. Even now, with the weed packing
tightly on either hand, the Vulture was
still drifting. She was still being drawn
towards the centre of that mysterious vortex.

The sun was setting, but there was no
sign of the actual orb. DMerely a golden,
reddish glow in the thick haze towards the
westward. On every other side the weed
and the sky were merged in the haze.

Soon after the sun had set there came a
very rapid change. 'The haze inereased to
a thick mist. It appeared as though by
magic, rolling over the weed in swirling
billows. At times a cloud of mist would
drift completely over the brig, blotting out
‘everything for a moment,

Nipper shivered

indeseribably
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“I was hoping for a relief from the steany
heat, but I didn’t want this,” he said. “It
feels horrid. It makes a chap snudder. By
Jove, this’ll be a rotten place in the dead of
night "

HE welcome sound of the cook's gong
|| sent them tumbling down into the
saloon,

Chips really had excelled himself.
Nobody asked questions about the exact
contents of the stew which he had conjured
up. Bully beef and baked beans were thoe
main ingredients, but the whole concoction
was savoury and satisfying, There was
plenty of piping hot tea, too, and muffins to
follow. -

They all sat round the improvised table
in the saloon. The rest of the ship was
left to itself. Old Olsen, at first, was
thoroughly uncomfortable. MHe was o truo
old salt—a fo'e¢’sle hand in every inch of
him—but soon he grew more comfortable,
made so by the friendliness of the others.

“Well, we can get a good sleep tonight,
and hope for the best to-morrow,’”” said Mr.
Adams, as he leisurcly filled his pipe. “ After
all, Iife 1sn’t so bad. There's no fear of a
storm, anyhow, Wo've got plenty to eaf,
plenty to drink, and, thanlk the stars, a good
supply of tobacco !”

““ And as for getting out of this mess—well,
we must trust to luck, I suppese,” said Lea
dryly. “You boys had better get to sleep
as soon as you can.”

“Inadvisable, dear Chief, to retire ini-
mediately after a heavy meal,” said Browne,

“I would suggest a brief walk on the pro-
menade deck i

“No,” interrupted Lee, his manner chang-
ing, “I’d rather you didn’t.”

“Rather we didn't go on deck, sir #”" asked
Nipper.

“Not until the morning.”

“By Jove! Do you think
danger, sir?” asked Fenton.

“I don’t know—that's just the point,”
salid Lee. “But why take unneccssary risks?
This weed is queer stuff, Don’t forget we
are a mere floating hulk., Who knows hut
what strange and monstrous creatures may
appear after the daylight has gone ?”

“Well, let’s have one look. siv,” urged
Nipper. “You can come on deck with us,
and’ we'll turn in immediately afterwards.”

Lee thought it better to humowur them.
Going on deck they found the night as black
as pitch, The mist had cleared now. The
air was comparatively clear. but there were
no stars visible overhead. A tense, uncanny
silenco brooded over everything. Not even
a creak came from the crippled ship.

“It’s—it’s eerie!” whispered Tonuny Wat-
son.

there's any

. “Begad, 1it’s more than that,” =aid
Tregellis-West.  “I mean. it’s hard to
realise we're at sea at all. There’s no
motion—no sound—not cven the whisper of

a ripple.

Frightfully disturbin’, dear old
b{)}",”
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The air was full of a strangely unpleasant
odour. No doubt this came from the weed.
It was reminiscent of rotting vegetation—
dank, unhealthy and suggestive of fever,

“Lasten !” whispered Nipper.

Everybody became silent.  Their heacts
began beating rather more rapidly. Was 1t
imagination, or were they mistaken about
the silence? For their strained ecars seemed
to pick up vague sounds of shuffling—mys-
terious sounds which came from the banks
of weed on either side. Shuffling, slither-
ing, and now and again a gurgling sound.
To their keyed-up ‘imaginations it almest

appeared that the weed was full of a
horrible living movement.
. CHAPTER 4.

The Figure in the Night!

R. ADAMS had allowed his pipe to
M go out.

“Infernal hole !"" he muttered un-

easily. “Ugh! (Gives me the

shivers, sir. I've been in a few unpleasant
places in my life, but this beats everything.”

“It is certainly unpleasant,” agreed
Nelson Lee. “But vou must remember, old
man, that our imaginations are liable to
work overtime under these conditions. This
haze, and the absence of any starlight, con-
tributes towards the sense of mystery.”

“What about these sounds we l;eo}m hear-
ing 7" asked the sccond offlicer. ‘I can
almost see monstrous creatures creeping over
the weed towards us—"

“Then you can see more than I can,” in-
terrupted Lee briskly. “What you need,
my lad, is sleep! These sounds arc nothing
but the gurglings of the water through the
choking masses of weed. The windless night
and the intense blackness do the rest. Come !
We'd better get below.”

“About  those monkeys,
Tenton's voice from near by.

“We have to thank them, Fenton, for giv-
ing us tho tip about the fresh water,” said
Nelson Lee. "It was lucky that Browne
spotted——"

“I know that, sir; but how do you explain
the monkeys?” interrupted Ienton bluntly.
“Woe're not duffers, sir. And we know jolly
well that monkevs don't naturally thrive in
a region of seaweed. Where did they come
from?”

“It's a nice problem, old man,” said Lee
slowly. “But I think I can suggest a
feasible explanation. Wrecks and derelicts
of all kinds are drawn irresistibly into this
noxious whirlpool—and monkeys  are
favourite pets among sailormen.”

“You mean that some of these pets might
have been left on the dereliet ships, sir?”
asked Fenton. ““That they were abandoned
to their fate?” .

“That's not very likely,” put in Mr.
Adams. out of the darkness. “Sailorinen
don't abandon their pets as a rule.”

“They are forced to on occasions,”

sir,” came

argued
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Lee. " Again, it is quite possible that a ship
with a cargo of monkeys was abandoned
owing to fire or some other calamity. Some
of the ereatures survived, and arrived here.

Plenty of food, remember, on abandoned
ships,  Perhaps not fit for human con-
sumption, but good enough for monkeys.

There might be thousands of the creatures
on this weed. for there is more than a
(‘hnnc't:l that they have been breeding for
years., -

“Yes, and monkevs are handy little
beggars—they might even provide us with
grub if the worst comes to the worst,” said
Mr. Adams drily, “I've heard that monkey
flesh is quite palatable.”

“Let’s hope it wen't eome to that,” re-
plied lLee. “We've pgot enough stores
aboard to last us for a month or two—"

~He broke off abruptly. His fingers
tightened on the rail. He stared fixedly
into the Stygian darkness. Although Mr.

Adams couldn’t see, he sensed that Nelson
Lee had been attracted by something.
“What 1s it, sir?” he whispered.
“I'm a fool. I suppose,” muttered Lee;
“but I can swear that I saw——  There!
Look, Adams! C(an’t you sece K

“Ye gods and little fishes!” panted the
other,

For a flash they both saw—or thought they
saw—a glimpse of a yellowish glow. It was
far away in the distance, almost like the
light from a hand lantern. It vanished so
quickly, however, that the two men wondered
if their eyvesight had plaved them false.

“Funny ! breathed Mr. Adams. “The
boys don't sccm to have seen anything.”

“No doubt they were looking in =
different direction, or down at the weed.”
whispered Lee.  “Don’t sav anything, old
son. Perhaps we were mistaken.”

“I can’t believe it,” said the other.
sort of glow—several miles away.
what you saw, isn’t it 7"

“Yes, but only for a flash,” replied the
detective. “It may have been caused by a
fish or some other creature. Phosphorescence,
vou understand ?”

“Let’s get below,™
a shiver.

Thud-thud-thud !

Far away in the distance a curious sound
made 1tself apparent. It was like a dull
hammering, slow and penetrating,

“What was that?” asked Nipper quickly.

“Nothing,"” replied Lee. ‘At least,
nothing that hasn’t a perfectly logical ex-
planation. Hidden gases in the weed caus-
ing some of the growth to burst, perhaps. T
really think. bowvs, that we'd better get to
bed. This darkness is rather nerve-trying.”

As they went below Nelson Lee could have
sworn he heard a slow, slithering sound close
at hand—as though some monstrous objeet
was pushing its way along the starboard
side of the vessel. IHe was the last one to
descend the companion, and he was glad
that the others had not heard.

ié A
That’s

satd Mr, Adams, with
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e took care to close the hatch sccurely
and to lock it., After that he bolted the
saloon doors, and saw that all the ports
were fastened. 1t was better to be on the
safe side.

Under the cheery glow of the saleon lamp
the adventurers lost their sense of uneasi-
nezs, The Dboys went to bed at once.
Blankets were spread on the floor, and with-
out troubling to undress, they lay down on
these. Sleep ecame to them quickly, for they
were all tired out.

The men slept, too. Nelson Lee and Mr.
Adams were the last to turn in.  There
wasn’'t much senze in keeping a watch. In
any case, Nelson Lee felt he could trust
himself to awaken at the slightest sound,
and if there was any danger he would be
ready,

BOUT an hour later Nipper found
A himself awake.

He could not quite understand

what had aroused him. The lamp

was turned down, and only a soft glow
racdiated through the saloon.  Everybody
clso was asleep.

Tap-tap-tap ! :

Nipper started. Almost against his head
sounded a curious tapping noise, sharp and
insistent, But it was very faint. As he was
lying some distance apart from the others,
with his head against the wall, he heard the
queer sounds distinetly. They were, not loud
cnough to disturb anybody else.

*“My only hat!” breathed Nipper.

A qgueer tingling sensation ran up and
down his spine. What was it—outside? It
seemed to him that something was working
its way along the ship's side, tapping occa-
sionally to guide itself, or perhaps to
ascertain what manner of object this new
arrival was.

Anvhow, it was decidedly uncanny. Nipper
was not the kind of fellow to get scared,
and he decided to creep out on deck and
have a look round. Without a sound he
left his blankets. e was wearing no shoes
~0 he made no sound as he crept towards the
door. Nelson Lee was sleeping soundly—in
fact, far more soundly than usual.

The fact was, Lee had had a strenuous
time of late.  Before the Vulture had
become a hulk he had remained on duty for
forty-eight hours on end—and nature, after
all, demands her penalties, While assuring
himself that he was fit, Lee was nevertheless
in sore need of sleep. This was one of those
rare occasions when he was not likely to
awaken at a slight sound. _

“Cood old guv'nor!” breathed Nipper, as
he reached the door. “ Sleeping the sleep of
the just! I wouldn't disturb him  for
worlds "

Cautiously, silently. he unbolted the door,
and having made sure that he had a box
of matches en him, he crept out. He longed
for his clecirie torch, but the battery of this
had long since given up the ghost.

At the top of the companion he unfastened
the latch and quietly emergzed. He took
care to leave the hatch open, so that he
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could bolt back in cafe of emergency, wnd
he was firmly resolved not to stray far from
the companionway.

He stood still, listening.

He heard whisperings and gurglings, just
the same as before—the weed, of course—and
then there was that tapping sound agamn.
It came from somewhere on the starboard
side now—well for'ard.

“A bit of old wreckage bumping against
the side, I suppose,” muttered Nipper. “Go
back to bed, you imaginative i1diot! This
sort of thing won’t do vou any good !”

He could see nothing. The blackness was
more intense than ever. He struck the
match, and for a moment he was blinded.
He held the lighted match far above his
head and stared round him.  The flame
burned evenly, for there was not a breath of
wind. He saw the familiar objects on the

deck, and he moved towards the rail. Out
beyond there was the weed
And then he saw something else; some-

thing which brought a gasp of stupefied
amazement to his lips. In that moment he
felt that he must be suffering from some
preposterous delusion.

A figure had moved round the end of a
half-demolished deckhouse, about six or
seven yards away from Nipper. He saw it
out of the corner of his eye at first, and,
startled, he turned. I'or a few vivid scconds
he saw the figure clearly defined.

There was nothing ghastly or horrible
about it. Quite the contrary, Fou what
Nipper beheld was the slim form of & young
girl! The shock of the apparition was so
grecat that he nearly dropped the march,

Jearly he saw her—a girl of perhaps
fifteen, with a pale, wistful face. Her eyes
were round and open, looking at him in a
half-frightened, balf-amused way. He cauglit
a glimpse of slim limbs. She appeared to
be wearing a costume made from some sors
of wild rushes. Her hair was long, and it
fell over her shoulders in a mass of wavy
tresses.

Then the mmatch went out. It burned
Nipper's fingers, but he did not even noctice,
The blackness, after that vellow light, was
all the more intenze. The youngster zftood
as though rooted to the deck; his heart was
racing madly.

What was this unbelicvable thing?
—here. Actually on board the derelict! Heo
shook himself. Iool! He must be dyeam-
ing! It was impossible that he could really
have seen :

Frantically, he struck another martch, As
the flame blazed out he heard a little ga-p
of surprise. He saw her fizure flash throngh
the air as she leapt clean overside in a
araceful dive, A soft, silvery laugh came
to his cars.

Nipper awoke {rom his trance.
now that he was not dreaming. IHis vision
might have played him false, but it was
ineredible fo suppose that his hearing hud
tricked him, too. He could hear that langh
still ringing in his ears—and the duli spla-a

A girl

e knew
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as the strange vision
had dropped into the
weed-choked water.

“My only sainted
aunt !” Dbreathed Nip-
per amazedly, ITe ran
to the rail, and, hold-
ing the match aloft,
stared, *“1 say! Who
are youfi” he askegl
tensely, “It's all
right | You won'$
come to any harm 4

He broke off, féeling
ridicnlous, There was
nothing. Ile could sce
the foul-looking
and, here and there,
the black water. He
had a feeling that he
was talking to the thin
air. A doubt again
assailed him. Was he
merely making a fool
of himself? The whole
thing was so extra-
ordinary that he wasg
fully justified in believ-
ing that it was all a
dream.

werevon ol
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And then came the
absolute proof — the
final, definite evidence

that all this had hap-
pened. A scream came
from the weed. It was
a frightened, half-
choked  scream. Its
note was one of untold
terror,

“Help!” came a des-
perate cry.

Nipper was galvan-
ised into activity.
Without a thought for
the dangers, he jumped

upon the rail and
dived !
CHAPTER 5.

The Isle of Hulks!

PLASI!

S Nipper struck the water clumsily,
and his first sensation was one of
astonishment, For the water was

warm, and different from what he had ex-

peeted. It was almost like dropping into a

tepid bath., He felt something gripping his

lett ankle, and holding it.

It was a ghastly sensation—until he real-
1ised that his foot had merely become en-
tangled in a tendril of the tough, rope-like
weed. He maneged to shake himself free
and struck out again. He knew that the
heavy banks of congested weed were close
at hand.

Another ery came to his ears. [t had a
panting note in it, as though the girl was
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Nipper struck a mateh . . . to

his amazement he saw a girl dive
over the side of the ship.

1I L

struggling, Desperately, he swam on, and
then felt the soft, spongy masses of the thick
weed in front of him, He hauled himself
up.

Until now he had belicved that the weed
would not support the weight of a human
being—that it was a treacherous mass which
would engulf any venturesome mortal. He
found that his weight was not only sup-
ported, but that it was comparatively easy
to make progress over the stuff,

He plunged on, feeling the spongy sub-
stance giving at every step; but it sprang
back, almost like indiarubber. Only a few
gurglings came from its depths. The black-
ness confused him, and for the first time ho
felt that he was on a hopeless mission.

Then he heard sounds from behind him.

Footsteps—voices. A light appeared, but
he did not turn round. The light enabled

him to see, twenty feet farther on, the strug-
gling figuro of the girl,
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“ Nipper,” came an urgent shout, “what
aro you doing? Come back, you young
idiot! Have you gone mad?”

“Nipper !”” came another chorus.

He hardly heard. Three great leaps had
taken him to the girl’s side. He was almost
beyond the radius of the light, but it was
just sufficient. He could see her in a ghostly,
unreal kind of way. Then, for the first
time, he saw something else.

A monsirous, crab-like creature—or per-
haps it was more akin to a lobster. It was
of a mottled colour, brownish and black.
Nipper caught a glimpse of a wicked eye,
and he saw that the girl was tightly gripped
by her dress. A great claw was clutching
al 1l.

““Oh, help—plecase!
faint whisper.

Nipper, his heart racing, grabbed at the
giant claw. Using all his strength, he forced
the nippers epart. As he did so, another
great fearsome leg reached out for him, and

It’s got me!” came a

only in the nick of time did he dodge. The,

gm’l reeled away, half fell, and then found
1ier feet,
“Thank you!” eame a whisper.

Nipper spun round, leaping away from
the hideous weed monster. His quick wits
had already told him that it was not capable
of rapid movement., The girl must have
aceidentally run into 1f, or she would never
have been caught.

“1 sa ? he began,

He blinked.  There was no sign of her.
She had vanished completely into the outer
blackness. But her voice still quivered in
his ears, and he could remember the ex-
preszion of gratitude in her eyes.

“Nipper!” came a shout from behind.

He was brought to himself with a jerk.
The weed creature was moving; a long
tentacle was squirming its way out of the
watey,  Nipper backed away, Over ta his
left Le saw another of the crab-like things.
"He ran clumsily over the spongy surface,
plunged 1nto the water, and reached the
Vulture’s side. Ropes were trailing down,
and he seized them and hauled himself up.
He found Nelson Lee wailting—a grim-
faced Nelson Lee, with eyes that expressed
enger and anxiety.

““What insanity 1is this, Nipper?*” asked
Lee sternly.

“Didn’t—didn’t you sce, guv'nor?” panted
Nipper.

“ See what??

“That girl and e

“Girl I” broke in the detective sharply.
“What are you talking about? Upon my
soul! Have you gone out of your mind,
voung 'un? Girl! There's no girl here!
How could there be a girl in this waste?”

Nipper, dripping wet, strove to colleet his
thoughts, It was evident from what Nelson
Lee had just said that the recent ineident
had oceurred beyond the range of the light—
which was one of the cabin lamps. Or per-
haps the «etective and the others had been
dazzled by the light, and had thus becen
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unable to penetrate the blackness beyond.
Anyhow, they hadn’t seen.

“Wo thought you'd been scized by some
herrible monster,” sald Watson breath-
lessly. ‘“What were you doing out there,
Nipper? - And what’s that you were sayieg
about a girl? You silly ass! You must
have been dreaming!”

“Perhaps I was,” said Nipper slowly.

“You'd better pull yourself together,
voung man,” put in Nelson Lee. *“I Leard
the splash as you dived in, and when I saw
that you were missing I came up. I"m rather
sonry .1 disturbed the others—"

“It's o good thing you brought that lamp
up, guv'nor,” interrupted Nipper. “You
came just at the right moment. I was able
to save that girl from a horrible crab-like
thing. The biggest I've ever seen! It must
have measured five or six feet across. Ior-
tunely, it didn’t scem to have much speed,
or I shouldn't have got back.”

He could see them all looking at Lim with
anxious eyes.

“I confess,”  said Browne sadly, “that I
had my doubts regarding that stew, but never
did I suspect that it would react so swiftly
and strangely. Brother Nipper,” I venture
to suggest that you have been seeing things.”

“I don't expect you to believe me, but I
heard a queer sort of tapping against the
ship’s side,” explained Nipper. “I camo
on deek and struck a match, and what do
you think I saw? A jolly pretty girl, dressed
in some sort of reed-costume, with long wavy
bair.”

“Mad as a hatter ! said Watson anxiously.

“She dived overboard, and then I heard

a cry,” econtinued Nipper. “‘What does it
mean, guv'nor? She spoke English. Dashed

good KEnglish, too—in onc of the loveliest
voices you ever heard.” .
Nelson Lee looked at him very steadily.

“You don’t seem out of your mind, young
'un, but what you have been saying is so
fantastic that I find it difficult to credit it,”
he said. ** An English-spcaking girl! My
dear old chap, you must invent a better
story than that!”

“Come over here, guv’'nor,” said Nippenr.

A thought had oeccurred to him. He led
the way up the deck towards the half-
wrecked deckhouse. Kagerly, he peered at
the planks. Lec held the licht lower, and
a soit exclamation escaped him, There were
some damp footprints visible. )

“Look at those, sir ! said Nipper triumph-
antly.

They were small footprints, and even the
toe-marks eould be detected. By no stretch
of the imagination could those footprints be
mistaken for Nipper’s. They were small and
dainty,

“Well, 'm jiggered !” ejaculated Fenton,
scratching his head.,

“1 rather think we owe you an apology,
old boy,” said Lee, patting Nipper on the
back. ‘““Really, this is the most extra-
ordinary development! Tell me aguain what
happened—in detail.”

3
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After Nipper had finished there were many
excited comments.

“ English-speaking,” murmured Lee, as he
knelt on the deck, closely examining the
footprints, “This girl, however, has never
known the civilisation that we ourselves are
familiar with, She is essentially a creatare
of the wilds.”

“How can you tell that, asked
Stevens, in wonder.

“My dear chap, look at these footprints,”
replied Lee. “ Although small, there 1s every
sign that the toes-have never been constricted
by shoes. Nipper tells us that this girl was
at least fifteen years old, yet she has been
barefooted all her life.”

“Who can she be?” asked Mr. Adams. “I

alana nn thie waonrl-
@ 0ry Tiils wood
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sir?"”

“Not alone,” broke in Lee. “There must
be others.”

“But how on carth——" )

“If that girl was alone, she would certainly
not know the English language,” said the
detective kcenly. “She must have been
brought up well, for Nipper assures us that
her English was refined. Wo learn two
things fromn this adventure. Firstly, we are
not alone in this waste of weed. Secondly,
the weed itself i1s not treacherous, as we
had believed. If this girl can traverse long
stretches of it, so can we.”

“What can we do?” asked Nipper tensely.
“Oughtn’'t we to light flares, or something ?
Perhaps these people will spot us—"

“We had better do nothing until tho

“There is no need

morning,” broke in Lec.

for flares. That girl must have infcrmed
her companions, whoever they are, long
before this. Although she herself might have
been friendly, there is no knowing what

attitude her fellows will display towards us.”

“It's a long while to dawn,” objected
Nipper.

“We'll get back to the saloon,” insisted
Lee. “Mr. Adams, one of us will remain
on watch. We’'ll take it in turns. Dy the
way, do you know if there are any fircarms
on this ship?”

“I believe there are a couple of old
Service revolvers in the captain's cabin.”

“And ammunition?”’

“I fancy so,” said Mr. Adams,
three boxes, I believe.”

“Then we'll take those revolvers,
prepare ourselves for any emergency,” said
Lee erisply,  “Now, boys, don’t make any
further objections. You're going back to
bed, and if you are sensible you will secttle
yourselves to sleep.”

HE boys didn't like it much, and for

|I some time after they had settled them-

sclves down they could not sleep. But

after a while slumber came to them.

When they awoke full daylight had arrived.

Ehe sun was shining through the everlasting
aze.

Mists were drifting round the brig, and it

was impossible to see for more than two or

three hundred yards in any direction. So far

“Two or
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as could be seen at present, no change had
taken place during the night.

“If we hadn’t scen that footprint on the
deck, we shouldn't have believed that yarn
of yours, Nipper,” said Tommy Watson
bluntly. *“It’'s so--so fantastic, I can't
believe it, even now,"”

“It does seem like a dream,” admitted
Nipper, as he stared into the Baze. "I say,
there ¢s a change, you know. The wced's a
lot thicker. Look how tightly it's packed
round the ship now.”

“But we're still moving, dear old boy,”
pointed out Tregellis-West, “I don’t quite
like the way this weed is packin’ itself all
round us. Irightfully disturbin’, you know.
Makes us feel imprisoned, what?”
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guv'nor told us. We're trapped in the heart
of the Sargasso Sca, and once the weed
grips a ship it never lets go. I'm afraid
we're hopelessly entangled. But I'd give
quids to know what lics beyvond these mists,”
he added, staring into the unknown.

“Listen!” ejaculated Stevens suddenly.

Nelson Lee, who was taiking with Mr.
Adams, checked abruptly. He, too, had
heard something unusual. A strange kind of
chattering chorus, accompanied by shrill
squeaking, Some of the sounds secmed to
come from the weed, others from the air;
and they were getting ncarer,

“There they are!"” yelled somebody.

On the fringe of the mist, two or thrce
hundred yards away, a number of tiny,
nimble figures appeared in view. They were
leaping over tho weed; monkeys by the
score. Hovering over them, and making a
great commotion, were flocks of birds.

“They're not sca birds,” said Mr. Adama,
staring.

“Parrots.” commented Leec. “Brightly-
coloured parrots, too—the Amazonian splfil.‘s.
I fancy. Either they've bred from #ban-
doned pets, or they might have drifted into
tho Sargasso in another way, Really, young
'uns, we're making a number of extra-
ordinary discoveries in this wasteland—and
wo've only just arrived here.”

“These parrots, with the monkeys, make
things feel cheery and homelike.” remarked
Browne. ‘““No longer can we truthfully
describe this weed as a place of the dead.
Upon the whole, brothers—"

“Shut up, Browne!” interrupted Stevens
tensely. *“ Look over there! By Jove, the
mists are clearing now. I can sec Yeos !
Look! Isn’t that another ship over there?
That hazy thing sticking out of the weed!"”

Stevens was not the only one who saw it.
All eyes were intently focused wupon tha
phantom-like shapes which were_so mysteri-
ously appearing out of the mist, As though
by magie the early morning fog rolled away.
It moved in swirling waves, roliing across
the weed like enormous clouds of smoke.

And as the air cleared, so an extraordinary
spectacle came within view., The Vulture,
instead of being alone in this world of weod—
as many of her erew had thought until now—
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sad  wany companons. Not s thousand
wer away arose the rusted, gotten funnel of
a tair-sized steamer. She was well down by
the stern, her bows, streaked with red, jut-
tiug up awkwardly out of the weed. Even
her bridge could be seen, with tattered
remnants of canvas still visible. The rust
was thick over every foot of her.

- "“Abandoned at sea, I reckon,” muttered

Mr, Adams. “*Down by the stern, left sink-
g, Lheu she must have drifted on, and so
found her last haven here.”

Beyond the rusted steamer were other
shapes, now ewmerging from the clearing
mists., A smallish schooner, with her masts
intact, and with torn remnants of sail fes-
tooned round them., A eclumsy-looking oil-
tanker, her funnel gone, and the majority
of her superstructure battered and wrecked.

A strange-looking ship with an enormously
high stern, listing heavily to starboard, could
now be seen, too. She was different from the
otners, for the weed was festooned in tangled
masses over her, It had grown across her
deek, and long ropes and tendrils were reach-
g up i a horribie embrace. In faet, only
her stern was visible.

“This is impossible!” muttered Mr.
Adams, rubbing his eyes. “What do you
make of that old tub, sir?” he added, point-
ing. .

*She has the cut of a Spanish galleon,”
replied Nelson Lee.  * She may not actually
be one, but there’s not the slightest doubt
that she’s three or four hundred years old.
Sooner or later, Mr. Adams, derelicts of all
kinds are drawn into this trap. And once
here, they remain—until they rot.”

e

CHAPTER 6.
People of the Weed!

E landscape—or seascape, call it what

you like—was faseinating to the

watchers, Every minute there was

something fresh to attract and hold
their attention.

There could be no doubt that during the
night they had been carried almost to the
centre of the gigantic whirlpoel which formed
the Sargasso gea. That irresistible force
had pulled them in, and now they were im-
prisoned lhke any of these other hulks.

The adventurers were so fascinated that
they had no thought for food. They could
only stare at the remarkable sights which
were unfolded before their cyes. The early
mists had already cleared, but the eternal
haze remamed. The sun was hot, although
1t could not be actually seen; overhead there
was just a dazzling glow, The air was
humid, moist. The place was like the
interior of a hothouge, and the abscnce of
any wind made the heat seem all the greater.

“What do you make of those hulks over
there, guv’'nor?” asked Nipper, pointing.
“They don’t look quito the same as the
others, but they're farther off, and we can’t
tee them distinetly. There's a great group.”

“¥Yes, I see what you mean,” said Lee. “If
is certainly a big cluster. There must be

thirty or forty ships in that one spot,
jammed and packed closely together, Some
side by side, others stern to stern. A con-

fused mass of dereliet shipping. Almost an
island in 1tself.”

“1 dare say we're gradually drifting
nearer,” remarked Mr., Adams.

“It’s possible,” said Lee. *“ But the wced
has now become so congested that our pro-
gress is necessarily much slower. 1 don’t
think we shall sce any appreciable change
after this.”

“What do you think of those congested
hulks 7 asked Mr. Adams.

“I'll tell you after I've examined them
through the giusses,” replied Lee. "1 expect
they have collected 1n that way quite
naturaily, but, at the same time, they bhave
the appearance of some definite order.
fancy that the hand of man has assisted that
of nature.”

He put the powerful glasses to his eyes and
was sulent for sowne tiumne.

1 can’t help looking at that Spanish
galleon,” murmured Tommy Watson, his
voice full of awe. My only hat! "Think of
it ! It might be one of the old treasure ships
dating back to the times of the Armada!”

“The Spanmsh Main—what!” said  Sir
Montie dry.y.

“And why not?” retorted Watson. * That
gallcon may be choked full of treasure—
just lying hcre to rot!”

“Doubloons and pieces of ecight begin to
loom 11 the picture, ' said Browne dreamily.
“Brothers, my romantic nature is respond-
ing to this atmosphere., Who knows but
what we shall soon be engaged upon a stir-
ring adventure which will rival any of those
of Drake's?”

“Try not to be an ass, old man,” said
Stevens gently, “I know it's hard, but do
your best.”

Nelson Lee passed the glasses to Mr.,
Adams.

“Get ready for a surprise, old man,” he
sald gently. “That big collection of ships
is an island—an island of ships. There are
wooden stagings running from ship to ship,
connecting them up. In may places there are
elaborately-built awnings and covers. Roofs,
in fact.”

i ROO[H?IH
glasses to his eyes.
There’s no rain in this region—

“*Bo we have always believed, but we must

repeated Mr, Adams, putting the

“What on earth for?
13

be wrong,” put in Nelson Lee. “This
weather may be only periodic. And remem-
ber Nipper’s deseription of that girl. If the

climate here was always as humid as now,
she would not possess a fair skin. We aro
learning things about the Sargasso, Mr.
Adams.”

The sccond officer found that Nelson Lee's
statement was correct. That hig collection of
hulks and derelscts had been converted into
an island, an island entirely surrounded by
dense masses of weed, which was so thick
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Nelson Lee advanced, waving a
handkerchiel. Several figures ap-

peared on the old hulk—white men e
with coarse, ragged beards. T
f’—.- ’:2"‘—-5
T
and so closely clustered about the wrecked .
wvessels that nothing at all could be scen
of the sea beneath. ot
Breakfast was disposed of. It was a
hurried and scrappy mcal. Nobody was

particularly keen about it. The boys wanted
to be on deck all the time, and even the men
were just as cager. There were six members
of the Vulture's erew with the party, in
addition to Mr. Adams—Olsen, the Swedish
sailor, Chips, the Cockney cook, and four
more. Two of these were Danes. and they
could searcely speak a word of English. The
others were of a nondeseript type. and their
langnage was decorated with much American
slang. They were not the type of men who
could be trusted in an emergency. 8o, all
told, there were fourteen of the eastaways.

Great excitement waxed among the boys
when 1t was seen that Nelson Lee was mak-
ing preparations for action. By mid-moerning
the sun was beginning to take definite shape.
It could be seen in the sky as a vivid hazy
orb. The dense mists whieh choked the
upper air were thinning.

“What are you going to do, guv’'nor?”
asked Nipper keenly.

“Well, I think it is neccessary that we
should know as much about this island as

possible, and as quickly as we can,” replied
Nelson Lee.  “1I'm off to make a closer
inspection.”

“We'll go with vou, guv'nor.”

“I don't suppose it's any earthly use sug-
gesting that you should remain en board,”
replied Lee dryly.  *“So it'll save a lot of
trouble if I agree. Mr., Adams will remain
here with the men.”

The boys were as keen as mustard, and
when, soon afterwards, they gingerly lowered

themselves overside, they were well pre-
pared. They had armed themselves with
heavy sticks, in case any marine cnciny

should attack them.
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Nelson Lee led the way., The weed here
was even stronger than when Nipper had
tested 1t. It stretched underfoot like a great
carpet, spongy, resilient, but nevertheless
strong. There seemed to be no weak spots,
n]o treacherous patches which might engulf
them.

But progress was slow. Lee tested every
foot before he ventured upon it, and in that
humid heat rapid progress was not desivable,
in any case. Occasionally a squirmy thing
would slither out of the weed and skitter
away, slithering off somewhere into a black
retreat. There seemed to be am abundance
of water insects, but clearly they were not
dangerous, or that girl with the bare feet
could never have braved the weed.

ks SAY, this is too rummy for words!”
][ muttered Stevens ineredulously,

They had covered more than half

the distance, and were pausing for a

rest. Just here there was a huge hummock

of weed, rising like a hill; upon close mvesti-

gation it proved to be dead and nearly dried.

The adventurers were resting upon it, Just

ahead of them lay the qucercst island
imaginable,

At closer quarters they could now see that-

it was much bigger than they had at first
believed. There was an ineredible number of
wrecks in that bunch, wrecks of every
deseription,  Rusty old tramp-steamers, sail-
ing vessels of every type and age, and even
a gaunt, ragged relic which was recognisable
as the remains of a destroyer.

From ship to ship there were improvised
gangways with protective railings. They ran
in all directions, in great profusion—some
large like streets, others small, and scrving
as more footpaths. In some places the decks
were covered over with great rooi-like strue-
tures, built up of scraps of wood, lengths of
rusty iron, and stretches of tightened canvas.

“There must be people there, guv’nor,”
said Nipper, frowning.

“That, I think, is a certainty,” agreed Lee.

“Then why don’t they signal, or some-
thing 7’ asked Nipper. “They must have
spotted us by now. Yet we haven’t seen a
sign of life—at least, human life, There’s
somecthing rummy about all this. I don’t
quite like it.”

Neither did Nelson Lee, but he made no
comment, Countless numbers of parrots and
monkeys could be seen swarming on the roofs
and up and down the various masts. Of
humanity, however, there was not the
slightest indication,

“1 don’t want to sound like an alarmist,
but we'd better look out for squalls,” said
I.ce, as they prepared to continue their
journey. * So be on your guard, young 'uns,
and obey orders on the instant.”

“0.K., Chief!” chorused the cub detee-
tives,

They pressed on, Lee watching the island
closely. IIe had a feeling that hidden eyes
were looking at their every movement. The
boys, too, experienced this same scnsation.

]
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They were mystified. If there were people
on this Sargasso isle, why should they be so
shy and suspicious? Surely it was more
likely that they would welcome ncwcomers
from the outer world with open arms?

Crack !

The sound was sharp and uncxpected.
Nelson Lee halted abruptly, his jaw tighten-
ing. Immediately in front there was a jut-
ting portion of the island, formed by an
old-type sailing ship with her deck com-
Fletety roofed over. A puff of smoke hovered
istlessly in the air near her rail.

“They’re firing at us!” ejaculated Fenton,
in amazement,

“Better get down flat, boys,” advised Leo
grimly.

They obeyed without question. Lee him-
sclf, gripping his revolver, advanced.

““ Ahoy, there!” he shouted. *“‘1f you can
understand Eoglish, as I believe you can,
there’s no nced for this shooting match.
We're friends, and we thought it ouly polite
to pay a morning call,”

Crack | Crack!

Two reports came from different quarters,
but Lee heard no whistle of bullets. No doubt
the weapons had been fired into the air. The
detective took a chance, and continucd his
ai:h}ztnce, this time holding his handkerchief
aloft.

Then suddenly a kind of wood barricading
was pulled back from the ship’s deck.
Several figures were now te be seen, Two or
three of them carried rifles. Lee examined
them with intense interest. They were white
men, sure enough., They were bearded, an:l
wore coarse, ragged clothing which appeared
to consist of roughly-fashioned shorts—and
precious little else.

“Go back to your ship!” came a
voice.

Lco advanced still farther.

“We are respecting your white emblem,
but if you advance nearer we shall shoot you
down,” continued the man who had spoken,
“You arc not wanted here.”

“Perhaps you do not understand,” inter:
rupted Lee, noticing that the man who spoke
was the central figure—a tall, imposing man,
withh a bigger beard than the others. “We
aro castaways in this wilderness, the same as
yourselves. Is’'it not natural that we should
desire to join forces with you?”

“We want no others on this spot,” said the
man of the weed. “Go! Go in peace while
you are still safe. OQur food supplies are
short. We have women and children to care
for. We can admit no more strangers. Go,
I say 1?2

“Go!” echoed a number of other voices,

“Are you not unwise?” retorted Nelson
Lee impatiently, ‘‘S8ome of the stores of our
ship may be of use to you, and we are will-
ing to share them. In suech a situation as
this we should all be friendly.”

“’I'here can be no friendliness between us,”®
declared the man with the big beard.
“Once again, I command youn to go, rnd
remember that if you or any of vour come

stern
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panions venture within a hundred vards of
this spot, you will be shot on sight!”

Nelson Lee was about to make some
further comment when he checked, A look

f absolute astonishment came into his face,
and he even blinked, Was his eyesight 1
playing him tricks?

Like a flash, he whipped his glasses to his
eves, and stared. A figure was moving in
the wckgrbund——-bahznd those bearded men.
For one clear second Lee saw it. He lowered
the glasses, and on his face there was an
expression of complete understanding,

He knew now the reason for this hostility.
The mystery was explained. For -that
figure he had so briefly glimpsed belonged
to none other than Captain Blackford Angel!

CHAPTER 1.
The Appeall
Lee turned and

ITHOUT a word,
plunged off over the weed. The
boys watched him in surprise. He

I'E',j{‘.lltli,‘{l them, and said nothing
except to give them a sharp order to follow.

It was unlike the great detective to give
in so tamely. Nipper was positively bub-
bling with indignation. But Nelson Lee
took no notice of his protestations and offered
no explanation until they had retired behind
the shelter of the great hummock of weed.

“Now, guv'nor!”  insisted  Nipper.
“What’s the big idm? Why didn't you tell
those people that we're friendly*"

“I gather fancy that I did do so,”
Lee dryly.

“lﬂb, but why didt vou insist——""
“Because thelr m1nd-= have already
poisoned againsy us,” interrupted Lee,

manner changing.

“Poisoned against us?” repeated Fenton,
puzzled. **We've never seen them before—
and they've never seen us.”

“"No; but Captain Angel is o. particu-
larly unpleasant sort of ruflian,” said Lee.
“His mate, Mr. Cragg, is, if possible, a
shade worse. Schwartz, the bo'sun, 18 @ man
of similar breed, and——"

“But they're broke
Nipper, staring.

“Thes're here—with our friends of the
face fungus,” said Lee. ““And, having go:
here first, they have apparently told a nice
little string of lies about us. I can quite
understand that Captain Angel doesn’t faney
meeting Adams and myself again.”

“You must be dreaming, guv'nor!” pro-

said

heen
kis

2

not here, sir! in

tested Nipper. “Captain Angel and his
rotten crew abandoned the Vulture days

ago, They went off in the longboat—-"
“ And they apparently got dragged into
the bargd,sxo Sea by the same current which
took the brig in its grip,” said Lee grimly.
“Now do vou understand? I distinetly saw
'‘Angel a short time ago—although he did his
utmost to dodge. Without question, he and
his scoundrelly lot of ruflians have joined
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forces with the Weed People. Their boat
was smaller, and I dare say they were nearer
to the weed than we were. That is why they
dI‘ll‘.Ed before us.’

CWell, I'm hanged!” said TFenton. “I
uou"hL we'd seen the last of those brutes.”

“They say that bad pennies always turn
up again,” commented Lee, “There’s
really nothing astonishing in finding Angel
and his men hore—aithough I will admit
that I was startled when I first caught sight
of the ruffians.”

“Why should they poison these people’s
minds against us, sir?”

“Because we should inevitably tell the
truth—and, what is more, we should be be-
lieved,” replied Lee. ‘ Angel abandoned
us on the Vulture, leaving us without a drop
of water, A foul, dastardly erime. How
will these people treat him if they learn of
this? When Angel saw the brig, he very
naturelly got the wind up. 1 dare say he
has told these people that we are cut-
throats—mutinecrs—anything you like. At
least, 1it's certain that he has antagonised
’rhem against us.”

“And if we attempt fo force ourselves upon
them, it would only tend to justify their
fears,” nodded Fenton. * I can quite under-
stand, sir. You think we ought to get in
touch with them by strategyv?”

“It 15 the oniy way,” replied Lee. "Any
other step would be dangerous—indeed, it
might lead to our destruction. Undoubt-
edly, these people must be warned against
Captain Angel; they must be put on “their
gue,td As a first step we will return to
the brig and see 1f we cannot plan out some
line of action.” '

They prepared to move on, Then Nelson
Lee suddenly came to an abrupt halt. Some-
body had come into sight round another of
those weed hummocks, some little distance
away. Lightly, swifil}', the figure spmang
over the spongy surface, moving with the
grace of a true ercature of the wilds.

“Look !” gasped Nipper. ”It'.i the girl
I told #ou of!”

"Bega.d I gasped ‘ﬂr "\Iontre ‘And I'm
not even wearin’ a collar! I say, what a

frightfully embarrassin’ sitnation !

The otners only stared. They could hardly
believe the evidence of their cves. (urtamh.
they had ﬂcceptud Nipper's }dln with “a
grain of salt.,” Now thu 'y knew that he had
been speaking the truth.

This girl was every bit as dainty and as
graceful as he had said. ller costume con-
sisted of cut strips of weed—dried until
thev looked like rushes. She halted sud-
denly, as though overcome with shyness.
There was a fwightened look in her eyes,
mmg]ed with an intense anxiety.

“Conre !” said Lee kindly. *You have
nothing to fear.”

The words reassured she
near.

“You are—English?”
lessly.

“Yes, rather!” chorused the boys.

her, and drew

she asked breath-
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“I'm Enghish, t00,” she said simply. ' Oh,
I know that you are different from those
terrible men who eame to us yesterday, They
eay that you are murderers and thieves—"

““*We thought as much,” put in Nipper
quickly. “But they’re the murderers, They
deserted us—lelt us to die of thirst. And
now they're afraid that we shall come to
your people and tell them the truth.”

The girl’s chyness was rapidly disappear-
ing. She looked from onc to the other of
the eastaways, her eyes growing rounder
and rounder with wonder. '

“You are the first people I have ever seen
from—f{rom the outer world,” she said,
almost with awe. * Except those awful men
who came yesterday. When 1 saw them I
felt glad that we were so cut off, but now
I know how wrong I was.”

; “Wno are you, young 'ady 7” asked Nelson
o,

“My name is Mary Weston,” she replied
promptly. “I've been hore for over twelve
years—ever since I was a baby of three.”

I“I,?’

“And youn parents’

“They are here, too—my {ather is Captain
Weston, of the elipper Araminta,” said the
girl with pride. “But he doesn’t call him-
self the eaptain now. He’s the king of us
pll—the big man who was speaking to you
just now.”

“The king?” repeated Lee curiously,

“We have a little kingdom of our own,”
said this remarkable child of the weed., “ My
father bas reigned for five years now. Wao
have a little ehurch, and a minister, and a
doctor, and—and everything, They. tell me
ihat it’s just the same as at home, only
smaller,”

“How many of you are therc?” asked
Lee, more and more intrigued.

" Forty-five,” answered Mary Weston. “ All
the children go to school, you know,” she
added. “We've got quite a nice school, and
my father insists that everybody shall be
properly educated. He always says that ono
day we may get freec—and he wants us to
bo civilised and educated like all the people
at home.” -

“I shall be very interested to mmcet your
father,” said Lee earncstly., “He must be
a very remarkable man., It is unfortunate

that these scoundrels should have told such

-falsehoods ebout us. We are your friends,
and—-="

“I know—I knaw!” she cried. *I <-uld
tell it as soon as I saw you. Besides, this
boy saved my life last night,” she added,
looking at Nipper. *“I couldn’t help coming
over—to Eccp at you.”

“You shouldn’t venture out in the dark-
ness, young lady,” said Lee sternly,

*“QOh, I'm always doing it,” she replied.
“My father is always telling me that I'm
reckless and foolish, but I love doing it!"”

“I say, couldn’t you go back and tell your
pecople that they're all wrong about us?”
asked Nipper eagerly.

“It wouldn’t be any rgood,” sho replied.
“They never take any notice of me—they
always say I'm a wild ereature. Perhaps I
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am,” she added wistfully. *‘Somehow, 1
can't settle down as the others do.”

“You had better get back hefore you get
into trouble on our account,” said Nelson
Lee smoothly. *“You may be sure that wo
will do all we can, young 'ady. In a very
short time we will prove to your father that
wo are his friends.”

“Please come quickly—very quickly,” she

urged, her voice becoming serious. " Al
ready those men are causing trouble, The
man who calls himself Captain Angel is

jealous of my father., I'm sure he means
harm.”
Witheout another word she turned and sped

away.

LL the boys were excited when they got
back to the Vulture. Mr. Adams
thought they were “yarning” wien
they told him of what they had seen.

“It's a pity.the girl didn’t come bacl
with us,” said Stevens, shaking his head.
“We wanted to ask her about the climato
here—whether it was always the came as
this. We wanted to know if there’s any real
danger from those giant lobsters—and how
the monkeys and parrots got here—and
whather they have any storms, [ can think
of hundreds of things.”

“Paiience, brother—patience,”  advized
Browne. “Let us Jeave this matter in the
capable hands of Brother "Lee. Ife will
establish eommunications with his majesty
sooner or later.”

“But how?” asked Stevens. “It’'s a

deucedly difficult position, If we creep upon
them at night they’ll only think we're af-
tacking—and then it’ll look as if Captain
Angel has told the truth about us.”

“The Chief will think of a way,” =aid
Fenton confidently.

Later, Lee told them what
doing.

““As far as I can sce. there is only one
method that will bring success,” he =aid, as
they were sitting in the saloon at a meal.
“There i3 nothing to be gained by making
any elaborate plans—and any combined ad-
vance upon this eolony wonld be miscon-
strued. 1 shall thercfore go alone. To--
night—after dark.” "

“But you might get killed, guv’'nor!” pro-
tested Nipper.

“I’ll take my chance of that,” said Lee.
“Y rather fancy that I can get on the
island successfully. I shall be captured,
of course—but that is what I want, After
I am captured T do not think there will Le
much difficulty in convincing Captain Weston
of the true position.”

“Let me go with you,” advizsed Mr. Adams,
“And why not at once?”

“This is a task that can be done hy ene
just as well as by two,” said Nelson TLee
quietly.  ‘“‘Perhaps better. As for going ut
once, that would hardly be wise—ior theso
people are on the watch, and although it is
almost certain that they would allow nie to

(Concluded on page 434.)

he intended
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Earl Ern and Co. In Another Riotously Funny Episode!
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THE THREE “K” BRETHREN!
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THE HOODED HORRORS!
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The Rival Gang!

ks I are the 'Ooded 'Orrors,” bayed
Dicky Dyke, in his deepest voice,
“an’ the object of this’ere gang is
to wipe Ern Drawback off the
face of the earth!”

A low murmur of approval came from the
five other hooded figures, seated on boxes
and buckets at the top of Mr. Dske’s cabbage
patch, hidden from curious eyes by a row of
beans,

Each wore a sack over face and shoulders
down to the waist, with holes for the arms
and slits for the eyes.

Dicky Dyke was called “Cap'n,” and the
symbol of the gang was a bean—for they in-

tended to give the Three ** K 7 Brethren
“heans,” and plenty of them.
Spies had informed the cap'n that the

Three “K ” Brethren were assembled in full
strength in the ecellar e’ Mrs. Drawback’s
residence, and the time and opportunity
seemed about right to give them “beans.”

Night was approaching, and so was Mr,
Dyke, strolling in his garden, examining the
progress of the innocent marrow and gazing
upon his ’tatoes with the proud eyes of a
nran who sees the result of hard work.

Mr, Dvke was a very peaceable man, fond
of the films, which he understood portrayed
a world that was beyond bis own. Coming
upon the six hooded figures screened by his
sromising beans, his eyes bulged and his
}mart missed three beats out of four.

On tiptoe, he retired and said naught to
his wife. Mr., Dyke was not of the ctuff that
heroes are made, and he had no desire to
encounter the Hooded Horrors in his garden.

So, seizing his bowler hat, he departed to
pay a visit to Mr. Drawback’s coal-cellar, in
which place of retirement My, Drawback
was holding a spiritualists’ meeting—some
call it a * sce-aunts,” no mention being made
of uncles. :

The Hooded Horrors swore deep oaths, im-
parting to the dusky air that none would
slecp in peace, or eat with relish, or walk
with pride, until in the very dust were
humbled Ern Drawback and his followers.

Having sworn, ecach solemnly chewed a
bean, the sacred symbol of the gang, but
Hooded Horror No. 6 struck a maggot with
his fang, and was violently bean-sick.

They were armed with catapults and a
supply of wvery small but firm potatoes,
“seods ¥ Mr. Dyke called them, the joy and
pridle of his life.

“AMy merry men,” spake Dicky Dyke,
cap’'n of the H.H., “my aim is straight and
eoodly, and by my gadzook J'll slay Ern
Drawback, who calls himself the Earl of
Backstreet, afore the sun shall rise!”

Placing a round and bard ’tato in the sling,
he aimed at a chimney-pot, the property of a
neighbouring Mrs, Smith’s landlord, and fired.
AMayboe the hood ohsecured his eye-sight,
mayhe the eap'n wasn't in form. Neverthe-
less, Alrs, D}'I:o, about to commiunicate with
Mrs, Smith over the fence, veceived a
walloper on the back of her head,

Earl H_Ern a_n_c_! Co. In

THE THREE

A ringing shriek filled the darkening
heavens. Mrs, Smith saw her dear friend
clasp the back of her head and? recel. The
street turned out in full numbers in answer
to Mrs. Dyke’s cries, believing murder was
being done. Mrs, Dyke, perceiving Mrs,
Smith as the nearest person, suspected her,
and, seizin% the small washing tub, nearly
enveloped Mrs. Smith’s head and shoulders
in 1t.

The cap’n and the five other Tlooaded
Horrors heard and saw things happening
which were not good for the young, and the
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BRETHREN!

arrival of a dozen alarmed neighbours
warned them 1t was time they were off.

“ Funny,” mused the catapultist, “I missed
tho chimney-pot! Let's get!”

They got, heading vengeance-bound for
Mrs.  Drawback’s - coal-cellar. However,
hardly had they vanished over ihe back
fence, into an alleyway, belore three heads
appeared from behind Mr, Dyke's marrow
hed,

“Ha, ha!” chortled Trn, Farl of Back-
street, resplendent in his father's nightshirt
and the Justbin lid as a <hield. *Thou hast

JRRORS !
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served us right loyally, my Lord of Alley-
way.,” '

Lord Lou, fat .and ever hungry, was jJust
finishing a baby marrow.

“Told yer, didn’t I#” ho declared proudly.
“(iassy told me abart it, ’L's a 'Ooded
Oyror.™

By this time Mrs. Dyke had lost hex
bonnet, which Mrs., Smith was waving to
her neighbours as a trophy of war.

“To norse! To norsel” breathed the bold
earl, “‘This night, by my faith, I shall cleave
the head of Dicky Dyke from ’is shoulders!”

By which statement one might gather that
the brave ecarl intended to knock off the
head of his rival. The knights tiptoed from
the garden and sealed the fence. The carl
amd the lord, followed by Sam, Squire of
(iashouse Property, dropped into the alley-
way, but Lou, Lord of Alleyway, caught his
pants upon a nail,

There came the rending of garments, and
my lord left a good six inches of “seat”
nupon the nail. Being of a resourcelul nature,
ihough weighing fifteen stone, he clasped his
molher’s copper lid to his rear portion and
{followed the avenging knight and his squire.

Mr. Drawback’s Meeting!

R, DRAWBACK was in the throes of

agraat excitement, Ho had tried to

Pe most things in life, and now he

had come to the conclusion that lie

was a “medium * who could make chairs and

tables move without visible means, and call

Jlong-lost and eagerly-forgotten aunts and
uncles from realms immortal.

At the dusky hour of twilight he stood at
the back gate of his residence to receive
in great secret those attending his first séance
in the coal-cellar, whiech, by rights of pre-
cedence, was the domain of Irn, Tarl of
Backstreet.

Mr. Drawback was a small man, {imid and
hen-pecked,  Sign and counter-sign having
been exchanged, each arrival was invited 1o
descend the coal-chute without making too
much noise, owing to tho ncarness of MMrs.
Drawback, who should have gone to the
pictures but hadn’t.

Mr. Dyke arrived, and about a dozen other
misters. They entered tho coal-chute, clean
of collar and garment, to arrive at the
holtom looking ltke coal-heavers,

A few candles illumined the seene, and as
csoon as all were seated, Mr., 1rawback asked
{hem to join hands, and, when the lights
were out, things would meve, and perhaps
stranee voices might ba heard.

Things were about to move alt right, and
mora than one sivange volee weuld soon be

heard, shattering tho silence of the cozl-
collar,

The meeting had harvdly staried before
six stealthy forms wriggled across Mrs,

Drawback’s backyard,
“They'ro there!”
“Listen!”
e raised ihie coal hoale Nd, and six hoad
heads hovered near.  Ab that moment Mr,

chortled Dicky Dyke,
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Drawback broke the silence by saring things
would soon move.
The cap'n of the Hooded Horrors placed

ammunition in his catapult and fired. Mr.
Zozzlenuts received it clean in the ear. The

'tato was soft and made a horrible mess.
“Brother,” he whispered—Mr. Dyke said
they must call each other “brother,”” as the

spirits preferred 1t—“that wasn’t ’alf a
wallop,” he complained, clearing out his
ear.

“'"Ush, brother,” beseeched the medium,
in a trembling voice. “I can ’ear the cther
quivering.”

The *“‘quiver ” was caused by the cap'n’s
socond ’tato, and Mr. Dyke received it full
on the mnose. In the darkness they saw
nothing, only heard.

Creeping upon the Hooded Horrors were
the Three “K " Brethren. i

Suddenly the cap'n, with his head and
shoulders down the coal-chute, felt strong
hands seize him and he was shot downwards,
Before his five fellow Horrors could guess
what had happened, they followed—head
first. "

“They’re comin’, strong and plenty!” cried
Mr. Drawback, above the wells and con-
fusion of the surprised Hooded Horrors.

“Now we'll abart smash ’em!” hreatho‘d
Ern, Earl of Backstreet, “To norse! To
norse ! .

The valiant earl vanished down the coal-
chute and was followed by his squire, But
the noble lord was unfortunate. He
descended as far as his stomach would permit
and then became wedged, leaving his legs
kicking in the air.

A free fight was going on below. Groans,
cries and shricks ascended to the darkeaed
heavens. The bewildered but proud Mr.
Drawback was amazed at the power he
ossessed as a medium. Mr. Dyke feund
vimself beneath a struggling mound of
humanity and reckoned the meeting might
be. called a suceess, but he didn't want any
more spirifualism and no more boots in his
eves,

"He fought himself free and struggled to
where he thought the exit should be. His
fists shot out; one caught the cap’'n of the
Tooded Horrors on the nose and the other
knocked a lump out of the wall; then he
managed to scramble up the chute into the
clawing hands of the shrieking Lord of Alley-
wav, who was fighting, panic-stricken, to
free himself,

Mr., Dyke gripped a handful of hair and
clung to it like a drowning man, while Lou
bellowed hie loudest.

By this time the meeting was somewhat
in a state of confusion, and in the total dark-
ness friend smote friend and blood flowed
freely,

The noble cap'n retreated to a quiet corner
and fired his catapult without taking aim.
His intention was to defeat the Three “K ”
Brethren, whose number, he was foreed to
conclude, had mysteriously inereased. His
Sl"j, Gassy, had reported there were only
three in the gang.
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Mr. Drawback, by this time, had lost his
jacket, collar and temper, and was 1n danger
of losing his trousers, for, reachirg the chute,
he clung to Mr. Dvke's logs, and Mr. Dyke
clung to my lord's hair, while Gassy, scream-
ing in terror, elung to Mr. Drawback’s
trousers, which were slowly coming off.

Suddenly there came a report like a cork
from a bottle, and Lou, Lord of Alleyway,
felt himself speeding down the chute. He
landed on top of Mr. Dyke, who was atop
of Mr. Drawback, who landed on Gassy, who
had Mr. Drawback’s trousers in his hands.

“Knights, knights!” cried the triumphant
Farl of Backstreet, bringing his dented dust-
bin lid down upon Mr, Zozzlenut. “To death
with the Hooded Horrors!™

Dicky Dyke's Triumph!

HI wvaliant earl was certainly amazed
at the strength of the Hooded
Horrors. The cellar seemed to be full
of them. Mr. Drawback, having

called the “spirits ”” and obtained his desire,
discoveréd it was beyond his powers to dispel

them. Groans and moans and threats and
fists filled the air, but the ‘‘spirits”
rematned.

Suddenly the eap'n of the Hooded Horrors,
running short of ammunition, discovered a
candle and lit it. In the dimn revealing light
he saw humanity battling and fighting, many
having lost garments, and even shoes and
boots.

Mr. Drawback looked like a ghost in his
white under-pants, and was layving it thick
and furiously upon Mr, Zozzlenuts, who
retaliated with heartiness.

Understanding the situation at a glance,
the brave cap’n collected trophies of war as
quickly as he could. Among the spoils were
a dustbin lid upon which was painted the
arms of the Karl of Backstreet (a lion
rampant on a blade of grass), a copper lid,
three shoes, four waisteoats, five jackets,
eight collars, a dozen buttons and the ripped
nightshirt which served the fighting ecarl as
a Jacket, and upon which was painted the
red cross of St. George.

Hastily tying the relies in a bundle, the
cap'n made for the chute. He reached the
top and gscaped. But only in the ni.k of
time, - )

For hardly had he vaulted the fence at
the bottom of the garden, having first flung
his bundle over, when Mrs. Drawback, by
this time quite convinced that something was
happening in her cellar, summoned the neigh-
bours with a view to investigating.

A small but very curious band gathered
outside the coal-chute, listening. It sounded
very much as if murder was being commitied
below, and someone suggested a water-hose.

No sooncr suggested than acted upon.

Lord Lou, breathless, had found the cellar
stairs and the means to safety, feeling sore
and wounded. He opened the door and a
broad beam of light lit up the scene below.
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Before the Hooded Hor-
rars could
strong hands  seized
their leader and pushed
bim down the chute. It
was one up (or one
dcwn!) to the Three
“K’ Brethren.

Gassv, vealising that Dicky Dyke had dono

& bunk, called the remaining four Hooded
Horrors to follow, and h» was halfway up
the chute when a stream of water sent him
tumbling back.

Horror of a wetting was nothing compared
with the terrors in the semi-darkness below.
Gassy persisted and scrambled into the ring
of neighbours, who were holding lights and
directing the water-hose into the cellar,

Mrs, Drawback, seeing something coal-
black and hooded, bedraggled and furious,
emerge from tho cellar, promptly fainted.
Everybody retired in scared confusion, and
by the time the fire brigade had arrived the
fiv> Hooded Horrors had made their escape.

“Demons!” someone cried. “ Yer ‘ouse is
naunted, AMrs. Drawback.”

“Knights, kmights!” shricked
from the top of the cellars stairs.

The squire heard and fought free of lis
foes and scrambled up the stairs. The stream
of light through the open door revealed a
river of water hissing down the chute and
a mound of fighting humanity, some almost
stripped of their garments.

The Earl of Backstreet vanished up the
etairs, and so tho Three “K » Brethren
escaped, leaving Mr, Drawbaek’s spiritualisis
to be found on tho spot by the fire brigade.
The clanging of the firc-engine bell Lrought
fresh erowda to the scene, including the rival
gang, who had now disposed of their hoods.

Mr. Zozzlenmt was first to be hauled np
the coal-chuie. My, Drawback came next,
minus his trousers and looking “done to the
wide.” Teebly hLe murmuwred somelhing
about “spirite,” Then the other members of

Lord Iou,

intervene, T

Zb

the meeting were brought to light and were
identified.

“1 ain’t agoin’ to eall no more spirits,”
confessed Mr. Drawback feebly, “It’s heasy
to call ’em, but to blooming well sen’ ‘em
‘ome is anolher matter.”

“We saw 'em escape,”
claimed. “TFive of em, black, and with fire
comin’ from their mouths!”

“Horns on their ’eads!” confessed another.

The local newspaper hailed Mr. Drawback
as a wonderful medium, For a week he was
the most famous man in the town. Bnf
never again, he vowed, would he call spivits.
No, thank yon! And what he would like
1o know was what would they do with his
trousers ?

But the broody Earl of Backstreet realised
quite well who had his father’s missing panits,
Likewise, he smarted under the loss of his
shield, for no good knight can Ift his head
while an enemy has his shield.

Meeting the mow proud and triumphant

a dozen voices ex-

Dicky Dyke mnext morning, he hissed theso
words:

“Avaunt, vile miscreant, thy day hath
come.,”

““Becher 1t ain’t,” chortled the cap’n of the
Iooded  Morrors, “Wot a whackin’!

TLnummy, I'd 'ide mo head in shame if my
father lost his trousers.”

“Thy day hath come!” repeated the Earl
of Backstrcet warningly, and departed unto
the home of his mother, there to schemo
dark schemes of vengeance against tho
ITooded Horrors,

(Another hilarious Three ** IK '’ Brethren
yaran next week, chums )
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“I'm sorry, ma'am,” replied Jane,
“but, you see, I have had a terribly hard
job getting the pepper through the little
holes in the top of the pot,”

(E. Ditterton, 337, Collyhurst Road,
Collyhurst, Manchester, has been awarded
a pocket wallet.)

THE TIME TO TELL !

Charlie ;: “ You do look tired, mother.”

Mother : “1'm so tired, dear, I cannot
move a hand.”

Charlie : “Then I want to tell you
that I've eaten all the strawberry jam.”

(A. Gorbutt, 7, Park View, Cleethorpes,

Jokes from readers wanted for this feature !
know of a good rib tickler send it along now—and win

If you

a prize! A handsome wafch will be awarded each
week to the sender of the best joke ; all other readers
whose efforts are published will receive a pocket wallet
or a penknife. Address your jokes to *‘ Smilers,’”
Nelson Lee Library, 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4.

HARD WORK !

Railway boss : ** And what sort of a job
do you want 27?7

Weary Wilfred: * Well, guv’'nor, you
know the chap what goes along a train and
taps the wheels to see all’s well 7’

Railway boss @ ** Yes.”

Weary Wilfred : ** 1 thought I'd like to
help Iim listen.”’

J. Lowry, 138, Wymering Mansions,
Elgin Avenue, London, W.9, has been
awarded a handsome waich.

RESTRICTIONS |

* Two rooms will cost you twenty-five shillings
a week—but no cats, dogs, pianos,
loud speakers, or children al-
lowed,” said the landlady.

“Do you mind if my shoes
squeak a little?” inquired the
rooms-secker,

(E. Copestake, 48, Eltham Road,
West Bridgford, Notts, has been
awarded a pocket wallet.)

A CONFESSION !

Pat was relating an accident
to a friend in which
he fell thirty feet.

HERE'S A GOOD 'UN!

Lincs, has been awarded a penknife.)
SWINDLED !

An Aberdonian took a sixpenny ticket in a
rafile for a pony and trap, and was lucky enough
to win it. All his friends thought he would be
overjoyed at this good fortune, but when the
pony and trap was taken to him, all he did was
to look round surveying them with a’ gloomy
fn{:cri. At last, turning to one of his friends, he
said :

“I told ye the whole thing was a swindle.”

“ Why, what's the matter ? *" asked the other,

“ Well,”” demanded the Aberdonian, ** where’s
the whip 1

(I8, Walker, 36, Portland Street, Aberdeen, has

been awarded a pocket wailet.)

UNSYMPATHETIC !

Big-game hunter (in thrilling
tones): ‘ Onee, while I was hav-
ing a meal in the jungle, a lion
came s0 close to me that I could
feel its breath on the back of my
neck, What did I do 7 7

Bored listener: * Turned
your collar ! "’

(Valerie Raven, 141, Croyland

Road, Lower Edmon-
ton, London, N.9, has

up

D

“ Did all your sins
flash through your
mind as you fell 27
asked the friend.

“Ifell thirty feet—
not thirty miles,” re-
torted Pat.

(7. Thorpe, 4, Bol-
fon Road, Wednes-
field, Staffs, has been

A HARD WORLD !

Conscientlous father (after chastising his son) :
“ And now, my hoy, tell me why I have punished
you.””

Little son (indignantly) ¢+ **That’s it ; first
you thrash me and then you don’t know what
you’ve done it for ! **

(George Kerr, 21, St. James’ Road, Belfast,
has been awarded a pocket wallet.)

been awarded a pens
knife.)
POOR PAT!

Pat had been work-
ing for a Scottish firm
and had had the mis-
fortune to fall oftf
some scaffolding. He
was relating his troue
bles to some friends.

awarded a penknife.)

THE CHEEK !

Old Gentleman (to little boy playing in
puddle): “ Get out of that puddle abt once,
vou naughty boy ! ”

Boy (indignantly): * Go and find a puddle
for yourself. I saw this one first!"”

(V. Painter, 7, Sol Memorial Ward, Bart's
Hospital, London, E.C.1, has been awarded a
pocket wallet,)

BRAINS !

The mistress asked the new maid to fill the
cruet, Time passod, and the maid did not put
in an appearance, whereat the mistress betook
herself to the kitchen.

“You have been a long time filling the cruet,
Jane,” she said sternly, -

“And on top of
all that,” he bewailed, * they stopped my pay-
from the time I started to fall off the scaftold-
ing.”

(C. Liloyd, 185, Holyhead Road, VWednesbury,
Staffs, has been awarded a penknife.)

SOLVING THE DIFFICULTY !

I’.C. 72 and his mate had found an abandoned
car in Parliamentary Road, P.C. 72, with
really commendable promptness whipped out
his notebook.

“*Ow d’you spell Parliamentary 7 * he asked.

“ Dunno,” said his mate, * Let's move the
car round to Pecl Street.”

(J. Kay, 21, Sussex Street, Rochdale, has been
awarded a pocket wallet.)



High Jinks At St.

Frank’s This Week, Chums'

The

CHAPTER 1.
Nothing Doing!

R. JAMES CROWELL, Housemaster

M of the Ancient House at St. Frank’s,

fixed his eagle eye upon Alec Duncan,

of the Remove, as the latter hesi-
tatingly advanced into the study.

“Well 77 barked Mr. Crowell sharply.

The New Zealand boy jumped. Breakfast
was only just over, and Mr. Crowell’s temper
was evidently ragged. His voice had a note
in it not entirely unlike the sound of a rip-
BAW, :

“(Good-morning, sir,”” said Duncan, with a

p'

“(G o 0 d - morning,
Duncan!”

“T came to ask you,

eir, about my grand-
mother—""
“X 80 ¥ grand-

Handforth & Co. convince thetr
Form-master that be’s losing bis
memory!

REMOVE’S

“GOOD TURN”!

e

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

mother!” thundered Mr. Crowell, leaping
to his feet and pointing to the door. “How
dare you? Duncan, leave this room!”

“But—but what have I gaid, sir?’’ asked
Duncan, 1n amazement.

“It is not what you have said, but what
you are about to say—and I will save you
the trouble of saying it,” retorted the House-
master. “I am very sorry about your grand-
mother. I dare say she’s very ailing, and
in spite of the fact that she lives in New
Zealand you probably want to go to Leeds so
that you can show your sympathy all the
more,"”’

Duncan’s jaw sagged,

**She-—she’s not in New Zealand, sir,” he
faltered, all the wind
taken out of his sails.
“She’s over here on a
trip, and I believe that
she’s going north with
a party to-morrow——-""
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“Exactly—pgoing north!” rapped out Mr.
Crowell. *“‘Doubtless to Leeds! Much as I
regret it, Duncan, your grandmother will not
have the pleasure of your delightful society.
For vou are not going to Leeds—nor is any
other boy of this House.” ;

“But I don’t ece v

“You are making yourself appear more
dense than I thought you were, young man,”’
said Mr. Crowell tartly. “ You know perfectly
well that you came here with the primary
objeet of deceiving me, You don’t mind
whether your grandmother goes to Leeds, or
to Halifax—or to Timbuctoo! Your one aim
is to get to the Test-match. And you are not
going |

Alec Duncan was silent; the charge was
true,

“There’ll be no nonsense over this third
Test-match,”” went on the Housemaster, com-
pressing his lips. ‘At both the earlier
maltches a number of boys of this House—
vourself included, I believe—played sundry
tricks in order to get away from the school.
Some went, others didn't go.  Naturally,
there was jealousy. There will be no jealousy
this time."”

“But to-morrow’s a half-holiday, anyhow,
sir,’”” urged Dunecan, “and if we make up our
Jessons next week—I mean, if we take the
whole day—"

“You won't take the whole day, Dunean,”
broke in Mr. Crowell acidly. **Nobody from
this House will receive my permission to go.
Leeds is too far away.”

“But there’s a specal coach leaving—""

“I don’'t care anything about special
coaches or excursion trains,” broke in the
Housemaster., ““You ean go, Duncan.
Definitely and finally, none of my hoys, senior

or junior, will receive my sanction to attend
" this cricket match.”

Duncan went, and out in the corridor he
met Harry Gresham, who shared Study J
with him. The look on Alec's face was
enough,

““No luck, old son?”’ asked Gresham sym-
patheticaliy.

““He’s as hard as nails!”’ growled Duncan.

They moodily went along to the lobby,
where Edward Oswald Handforth was leaning
in the open doorway, gazing abstractedly
across the Triangle at the scaffolding of the
East House, which was still unfinished,

“It’s no good, Handy,” said Gresham.
““Alec’s failed—the same as all of us.”

Handforth turned round.

“What else did you expect?’ he asked
bitterly. “When we’ve got a Housemaster
with a heart of stone, what’s the good of
trying to coax him? lle’s as obstinate as a
mule, too!"”

He pointed dramatically,

“We can’t go to the Test-match, but any
of those workmen can go!” he went on, his
wrath rising. *‘Pipes Parker, that plumber’s
mate chap, is going by the excursion, and
he’s taking his giddy Marshall Road XI, tool
They can go but we can't!”
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“Disgusting!”” commented Vivian Travers
mournfully,

“It’s worse than disgusting, sweethearts,’
said Kirby Keeble Parkington, as he strolled
up with fTarvey Deeks and Clement Goflin.
his chums of Study C. “It’s plain, down-
right cruelty. Something ought to be done
about it.”

And Parkington looked at Handiorth sug-
gestively.

“What’s the good of glaring at me?” de-
manded the burly Remove skipper. “1'm
not a magician! I can’t turn a mule into a
human being, can 17 In any case, you
Carlton fatheads can jolly well clear off!"

“Pax, darling!” said Parkington sooth-
ingly. ‘‘Let us not have harsh words! In
this common disappointment we must pull
together. Let our rivalry be dropped until
thig crisis is over. I, for one, am not alto-
gether without hope. Surely, with so many
first-class brains in the Remove, we can think
of something 7"

Handforth ceased to glare,

“You're right,”” he admitted., ‘‘There's no
sense in us scrapping now, But what’s the
good of hoping about the Test-match?
Crowell’s laid down the law—and, after all,
he's our Housemaster.”

“The warst of it is, the Jead’s away,”
said Gresham sadly,

“That makes no difference—the Head
wouldn’t interfere with Crowell’s ruling, any-
how,” remarked Travers. “I believe that
Crowell is overworked. Ilis temper’s been
getting a sharper edge on it for weeks, and
now it’s become pointed, with all sorts of
jags like broken glass,”

“I fancy you’re right, old man,” said
Church,  ““Kverybody’s noticed it.  And
things have come to a head since vesterday,
because heaps of us have been going to old
Crowell asking for special leave—telling varns
about ailing aunts and expiring cousins and
all that sort of thing. Crowell doesn't swal-
low anything, and he’s made up his mind to
keep every man-jack of us here.”

““And after what happened at the last Test-
match, sweetheart, who can blame him?”
said Parkington, *““Without malice, I would
remind you OIld-Timers that we Red-Hots
were very painfully dished at Lord’s. No, it
wasn’t your fault—it was Pyceraft’s idiotie
mistake. But we were dished—you saw the
match, and we didn’t.”’

““And this time Mr. Crowell isu’t having
any,” said Handforth bluntly. “That's the
long and the short of it. He's taking no
chances.”’

»

— —

CHAPTER 2.
The Fatal Notice!

e SEEN it?" asked Reggie Pitt sadly.
““Seen what ?"’ growled Handorth,
“What are you wailing about 7"
“(zo mmto the lobby, and have a
look at the notice on the board,” replied
Reggie. “‘It’s a corker! It’s one of those
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notices you ean't misunderstand.

Old Crows’-
feet meant to make it definite, and I think
he’s succeeded.”

Handforth dashed into the Ancient House,
and he found a whole crowd round the board,
including the burly, broad-shouldered Carlton
(;ang. On a piece of exercise paper, in the

Housemaster’s own handwriting, was the

following :

“IMPORTANT NOTICE.

““ This is to state definitely and em-
phatically that the boys of this House can
NOT go to the Leeds Test-match.

‘“JAMES CROWELL
“ (Housemaster).,”

“Well, there’s nothing undecided about
{hat!” grunted Handforth. “It sort of
{inishes the whole thing. It closes the argu-
ment with a crash,”

“Poes it 7?7 said Trotwood dreamily.

ITe refused to explain, but wandered off in
a thoughtful mood. The rest of the fellows
discussed the topie, waxing indignant, or
groaning mournfully, according to their im-
mediate feelings. But one thing seemed posi-
tively certain. Nobody would be enjoying
the delights of the third great 'Test-match
between England and Australia on the
mMorrow. :

Mr. Crowell stood and blinked.
The room seemed to be full of
animals. *‘ Come in, ass ; don’t
stand there 1 ’’ squawked the
parrot from the bookcase,

Handforth & Co. were mooching sbout in
the Triangle when Nick Trotwood approached
them. There was a keen light in his eye.

“Come indoors, you chaps,” he said. “The
crowd’s cleared away from the notice-board
now, and I want to point something out to
you. Funny how you’ve all missed seeing it.
Aiid 1t might be important, too.”

“What are you getting at?’ asked Hand-
forth suspiciously.

He and the others accompanied Trotwood
into the lobby. They found Parkington and
his two chums gazing mournfully at the
notice, Trotwood ignored them, and pointed.

““‘Read it!"” he said coolly.

“You howling ass!” roared Handforth.
“Have you dragged us in just to read that
notice? Don’t you think we've seen enough
of it? I'm sick of the sight of it!”

“Well, look again,” said Trotwood. “It’s
quite an ordinary notice, on the face of it,
but really it’s made to order., We couldn’t
have wanted it better. One snip with a pair
of scissors. and the whole sense of the notice
is changed.”

“What are you getting at, dear friend?”
asked Parkington politely.

“Look here,” replied Trotwood, getting
down to detail, “you see the ‘mnot’ here?
It’s underlined, isn’t it?”

“Very much so,” agreed Ilandforth,
“Crowell’s way of emphasising——
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“ Exactly,” said Trotty. “But that one
word—"* not '—sticks out at the cnd of the
line. Do you spot it? There's tons of paper
on cither side, and if one strip is cut off,
the ‘not’ will go with it. Look here|”

Trotwood demonstrated. Ile put his
finger over the fatal word, and the other
juniors gasped. Ior the notice now read as
follows: “This is to state definitely and
emphatically that the boys of this IHouse can
go to the Lecds Test-match.”

“Ye gods and little fishes!” breathed
Parkington, closing and opening his eyes and
cazing at Trotwood with deep admiration.
“This fellow’s a genius. It's not merely a
wheeze, but the wheeze I”

“You're all -mad!” said Handforth
impatiently. “Of course the whole scnse of
the notice 1s changed by taking that word off,
but you've apparently forgotten that Crowell
isn't quite a raving lunatic. Do you think
he’ll be spoofed into believing that he's
given us pernmssion ?”

“Not unless we pave tho way,” said Trot-
wood cunningly. *“Reggie Pitt and 1 have
been talking it over, and Reggie is full of
idcas.”

“In tho first place,” grinned Pitt, “I hap-
pened to overhear Crowell having a word
with Dr. Brett yesterday. He was saying
that his memory is wonky. Does things and
can’t rtemember them afterwards, Gives chaps
Jines, and forgets to ask for them.”

“By George, I've noticed that!” said

Handforth, with a start. “I owe him two
h;ll’}df::’!d from last week, now I come to think
of 1t !
, “It's as clear as daylight that old Crowell
needs a holiday,” continued Pitt. “The doctor
as good as told him so. Look at his temper
this morning, Like a garden rake! TUntil
the new school opened he was only a Form-
master, remember, Responsibility doesn’t
seem to suit him; he’s worried and dis-
tracted. And that gives us our chance.”

“Is it playing the game?” asked Iand-
forth dubiously.

“Cheeso it !” protested Pitt, “If we can
spoof Crowell into believing that he’s given
us permission to go to the - Test-match—
instead of forbidding us to go—we shall be
doing him a good turn. He'll be so worried
that he'll take a holiday at once. And we
want him to get well, don’t we?”

“Well, rather!” chorused the
heartily. )

Thereafter there was much plotting.

others

—_—

CHAPTER 3.
The Plot Proceeds!
= OME in!” said Mr. Crowell im-
patiently. )
Handforth entered the study.

Morning lessons were over, and Mr.
Crowell was looking peeved. There had been
trouble in the Sixth that morning, and tho
Housemaster had had a worrying hour, He

THIE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

adjusted his glasses and fixed Handforth with
a baleful glare,

“1f you have come here, Handforth, to
pester me——"

“Not at all, sir,” interrupted Handforth.
“I've brought the lines.”

“Lines? What lines ?”

“Surcly you remember giving me five
hundred lines this morning, sir?”

“Eh? Did I?” said Mr. Crowell, with a
start. ‘' Quite possibly, Handforth. No doubt
you deserved them. Very well, give them to
me.” ;

Edward Oswald handed them over, and
Mr. Crowell made a gesture of dismissal. Tho
next moment he started, considerably aston-
ished.

“Wait !” he said huskily.

He stared at the lines again. Several
sheets of exercise paper were covered with
them, and they were all exactly the same.
The line ran as follows: “The more we are
together, the merrier we'll be.” Mr, Crowell
was startled.

“Handforth,” he said sternly, “is this a
joke? Have you dared to play one of your
absurd——"

“Joke, sir?” repeated Handforth, * Oh,
that line, you mean?”

“Certainly it is what I mean.”

“Well, now you mention 1t, sir, I thought
it was rather a rummy thing for you to tell
me to write out,” said Handforth frankly.
“That is the exact line, isn’t it, sir? Usually
you make us translate Homer, or one of
those other Greek beggars. So when you
told me to copy out that rummy line——"

“Are you telling me, Handforth, that I
gave you these absurd words to write down ?"
asked Mr. Crowell, aghast.

“Oh, really, sir!” protested Handforth.
“You don’t think I'd think of a line like that
myself, do you? You must have forgotten,
sir."”

““Forgotten !” muttered Mr. Crowell, with
a jump.

“Perhaps your memory is failing, sir—-"

“Rubbish !”  interrupted Mr. Crowell
sharply. “I have never heard such Oh,
welll We'll say no more about it, Hand-
forth. You mayv go.”

He tore the impot in half and flung it in
the wastepaper basket. Then he sat back
in his chair, thinking deeply and frowning.
Two minutes after Handforth had gone,
another tap sounded on the door. It had to
be repeated before Mr. Crowell noticed.

“Th?” he ejaculated, coming to himself.
“Who is it? Come in!”

Parkington entered, smiling cheerily.

“Herec you are, sir,” he said, laying some-
thing on the table,

Mr, Crowell blinked,.

“What is this, Parkington?” he demanded
coldly.

“Your medicine, sir.”

“Medicine !” said the Housemaster,
startled. “But I didn’t tell you to bring me
any medicine, Parkington! What on ecarth
do you mean by this?”
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Parkington loocked astounded.

“Do you mean to say you don’t remember
stopping me this morning, sir, as I was on
the way to the gates?” he asked, giving Mr,
Crowell such a curious look that the Ilouse-
master felt uncomfortable. *‘Surely, sir!
Don’t you remember telling me to get a
bottle of Dr, Blossom’s Elixir for That Tired
Feeling? I’ve been down to the village, ana
here's the stuff.”

“Good heavens!” muttered Mr. Crowell,
passing a hand over his brow,

“Bog pardon, sir?”

“ Nothing—nothing |” said the master
hastily.  **All right, Parkington. Thank
you, my boy. 1 supposc I must have told
you to get me this medicine, but, really, 1

l‘lf’\ N | e b TS r1h1l ﬂ'l I'I.'I“
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He mumbled something and leaned back in
his chair limply.

Nothing  further happened until aiter
lessons. Mr, Crowell, who had had much
food for thonght that morning, was gratified
to note that none of the fellows now cume

1 "‘Tf\.fl
ToCOLeRLIon.

the gates.
Test-match against orders!

to him asking for leave to go to the Test-
match., At least, he had definitely squashed
that nonsense.

On his way to his study he encountered
Harry Gresham.

“Will these do, sir?” asked Harry briskly,
as he thrust some packets of seeds into Mr.
Crowell’s hand. ~They’re the only sort I

Mr. Crowell poked his head out of the window.
A nomber of juniors were disappearing through
Handforth & Co. were going to the

...-. _
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could get, sir. I don’t believe they’re quite

the kind you mentioned, but Bellton’s only
a small place—""

“Wait—wait 1" said~Mr. Crowell hurriedly.
“I don’t know what you are talking abont,
Gresham ! Gilant vegetable marrows! Bun-
shine Glory parsnips! Who told you to give
mo these ;"
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“I'm not giving them to you, sir,” said
Creshamn, in surprise. ““Don't you remember
handing me a shilling, and telling me to get
mammoth vegetable marrow sceds and
Golden Ray parsnip seeds? I thought these
would do just as well. Jimmy Potts is ouf
in the paddock now, digging up the ground
in readiness.”

Tho unfortunate Mr. Crowell
curious sound in his throat.

“Yes, of course,” he said thickly. “Quite
so, Gresham. So I told you to—— Curious
that I should have forgotten the matter.
What was that you said about Potts?”

“He’s digging, sir.”

“0h, yes! Digging!” said Mr. Crowell.
“Naturally! I—er—I think I shall chango
my mind about this, Gresham, Take me to
Potts at once.” ;

“Change your mind, sir?” ‘asked Gresham
wonderingly.  “But surely you remember
how enthusiastic you were about growing
some vegetables of our own? Totts and I
thought 1t a rummy idea at first, but—"

“Come!” interrupted Mr. Crowell desper-
ately. .

H}é was bewildered. But for the incidents
of Handforth’s lines and . Parkington's
medicine, he might have felt that his leg
was being pulled. Yet what was the object ?
Already worried and harassed, Mr. Crowell
took it for granted that he had been giving
orders and forgetting them.

They found Jimmy Potts busy with a
spade, and he smiled cheerfully.

“(ietting on, sir,” he said. “Got the seeds,
Gresham? Good man! I wasn’t sure about
the piece of ground, sir, but you indicated
this Eit, didn’t you?"” _

“Did I?” said Mr. Crowell. “Oh, yes!
I suppose I did! Well, Potts, you can ccaso
this digging. I have decided not to grow
any vegetable parsnips or Sunshine marrows.
You may both go. And—er—kindly say
nothing of this to any of the other boys. You
understand ?”

They stared at him in amazement.

“But, really, sir—" began Gresham.

Mr. Crowell was walking away, but he
hadn't gone far before he ran into Willy
Handforth and Chubby Ileath and Juicy
Lemon, of the Third. It was only recently
that these bright youngsters had resigned
from Nelson Lee’s Detective Academy—their
‘parents concluding that 8t. Frank’s, after
all, would provide them with the better
education,

“I’ve done it, sir,’

made &

said Willy cagerly.

Mr. Crowell jumped. What horror was
coming now?
.“You've done it?"” he panted. “What—

what have you done, Handforth minor ?"
“Why, don’t you remember telling me——""
“Don’t say that againl|” broke in Mr.
Crowell desperately. *‘I remember nothing,
Handforth minor! I mean—— It is most
exasperating for you boys to keep asking me
if I remember this, that, and the other. 1
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have something more imporfant on my mind
than your trifling affairs.”

. Willy shook his head.

- “I don’t think you're quite well, sir,” he
said' with concern. “This isn't a trifling
affaty, I mean, your own study——"

“My study !" almost yelled Mr. Crowell.

“Of course, sir,” said Willy brightly.
“Naturally, I thought the suggcstion was
queer at first, but I dare say it has its good
points. You'll find everything in your study
in perfect order, sir.” .

Before Mr. Crowell could ask any ques-
tions—which he was burning to do—the threco
fags vanished. Mr. Crowell took a deep
breath, and he surprised many juniors in the
Triangle by dashing headlong into the
Ancient Iouse at the double.

He raced to his study, flung open the door,
took one look, and his brain recled.

CHAPTER 4.
Getting Serious!

OME in, ass—don’t stand there!” said

a brisk voice.
Mr, Crowell pulled himself
together., . This was appalling. On
the top of his long bookcase stood three
cages.  The central cage was occupied by
Priscilla, the parrot, and she was flanked
on cither side by Ferdinand, the ferret, and

Rupert, the rat.

A quick chattering on the other side of
the room drew Mr, Crowell's attention to
Marmaduke, the monkey, who was chained
up to a hook in the wall. Marmaduke was
contentedly sitting on the head of William
Shakespeare. It was a handsome bust, and
one of Mr. Crowell's prized possessions.

“Great heavens above !” babbled the Form-
master.

“Rats 1” said Priscilla.
Why don't
fathead 7"

“This—this is intolerable!” panted Mr.
Crowell furiously. “The boy who is respon-
sible for this outrageous joke——"

““Oh, here you are, sir!” said Willy Hand-
forth lightly. “‘I thought 1’d come along to
sce how you like it.”

Mr. Crowell scized him.

“Handforth wminor, how dare wvou?” he
asked fiercely. “ You—you unmitigated voung
rascal | How dare you bring your pets into
my study? Of all the unparalleled impertin-
cncc__'_'.”

Ho broke off, for the expression of amaze~
ment on Willy's face was so profound thLat
the Housemaster was beset with qualms.

“Impertinence, sir?” said Willy, in a voice
of wonder. "I say, sir, you do need a doctor,
you know. Weren’t you telling me this morn-
ing how lonely you were? And what did
you say when I suggested lending you my
monkey ?"

“Go and ecat coke !
you wash your neck, you grubby
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“I suggested—I mean, yvou suggested—"
Mr. Crowell paused, speechless.

“Oh, I say, sir! Didn't you tell me that
it would be a jolly good idea to bring three
or four of my pets in here?” asked Willy.
* Naturally I didn’t think much of the idea
at first, but when you undertook to look after
them and feed them—"

“I1” gasped the master.

“Well, somebody had to feed them, sir,”
explained Willy., “I couldn’t come dodging
into your study at all hours of the day for a
thing like that. I’'m going to bring you all
the neccessary food soon. When you said that
Marmaduke would keep you from getting
absent-minded——"’ :

“Handforth minor,
take these creatures

33 .-

Triangle. He was on the point of passing
straight by, only the juniors saluted as one
man. The absence of any other master
dhught Mr, Crowell’s eye.

“May I-—er—ask what this mcans, boys?”
he said hesitatingly.

“We're here, sir,” replied Handforth.

“I can see that you are hcre!” retorted
Mr. Crowell. ‘“But why are you here?”

“We don't know, sir.”

“You don’t know! What on earth——"

“Only obeying orders, sir,” explained
Handforth. “Surely you can’t have forgotten
that you told me to get the entire Form out
here at six-thirty sharp, sir? We've been
wondering what it’s all about. Thought it
was some new sort
of drill, perhaps.”

out of my study!”
panted Mr. Crowell.
“On gecond
thoughts, 1 belicve
that they will—er—
distract me too

BOYS!

LOOK HERE!

“Did I—I mean,
really, I don’t re-
member—— Drill 7"
said Mr. Crowell
feebly. “No, Hand-,
forth, I don’t think

vy ot oo it s Bympn T Jag
on‘c:eo!h Nt:;l!” - Magnificent Full-Page butttit.realggr doesn’t
sir. But after all Photograph g o, ol
ﬁ:ﬁmﬁiﬁ uamTre of the They dismissed

i

“1 am sorry about
that, but I really
cannot think what I
was saying when I
told you to—— But
no matter,” said
Mr. Crowell desper-
ately. “Remove
these animals!”

Willy removed
them—rapidly.
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quietly and in an
orderly fashian,
looking very sur-
prised. There
wasn’t  the slightest
hint or -suggestion
of a jape. My
Crowell walked un-
steadily to the
cloisters, 2
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I’'ve heard of for
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Later he joined his
major and Parking-
ton ‘and a group of others in the Common-
room.

“Working like a dream,” he announced.
“He was going to jump down my throat at
first, but I spoofed him beautifully.”

“My sons, this wheeze will succead,”
declared Parkington. ‘“If young Handforih
could make Crowell believe that he asked for
those pets in his study, he’ll believe any-
thing.” )

“Jt’s a kind of auto-suggestion,” grinned
Pitt. “We've got him nicely muddled now,
and he won’t be surprised at anything that
comes along.”

One or two other stunts were put into
operation during the afternoon, and by now
Mr. Crowell was seriously thinking of going
over to the sanatorium to see Dr. Brett. Bué
he hated to admit—even to himself—that he
had been giving all sorts of extraordinary
orders to the boys and then forgetting them,
- About an hour before ealling-over—when
§t was Mr. Crowell's custom to take a stroll
in the cloisters—he was startled to find the

entire Remove standing at attention in the

terms,” came the
voice of Biggles-
wade, of the Sixth. “The poor old boy
doesn't seem to know what he’s doing.” -

Mr. Crowell halted, as though frozen.

“Memory’s going, I expect,” came Conroy
major’'s voice. “Needs a holiday. Being
Housemaster is too much for him all at once.
I understand that he’s been giving all sorts
of orders, and then forgets 'em.”

Mr. Crowell admitted himself beaten. He
went straight to his bed-room, undressed, got
into bed, and sent for the doctor. It was
unfortunate—or perhaps fortunate—that Dr.
Brett should have been called away on an-
urgent case that evening. In fact, it was so
serious that he left word that he would not
be back until the morning.

CHAPTER 5.
Bound for Leads!

R. CROWELL lay awake {for some
minutes idly wondering what the
time was. He could hear voices out-
side. The sounds floated through his

open window,
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The school clock chimed and struck four.
“Good gracious !” said Mr. Crowell, jump-

ing out of bed. @

He went to the window and looked out. A
number of Removites were in view, standing
about with attache-cases in their hands, or
with raincoats slung over their arms, Some
were dressed in flannels, some in Norfolks.
A cheery, holiday-loocking crowd.

“Buck up, vou chaps!” sang out Hand-
forth. “If we're going to cateh that cxenr-
sion, we shall have to look lively!”

“Let's hope that England gives a good
showing to-day at Leeds,” said one of the
others. “By Jingo, it'll be good if the
weather keeps fine !

“Rather 1" _

“ Buck up, there—let’s be off I’ ,

Mr. Crowell was almost on the point of
leaning out of the window and shouting. In
tho nick of time he realised that he would
not ent a very dignified figure in his pyviamas
and sleeping-cap. He was startled beyond
mmeasure at the audacity of these boys. In
spite of his unqualified refusal, they we}re
openly preparing to take gn excursion to the
Leeds Test-match !

Dashing across the room, Mr. Crowell
found his dressing-gown and slippers. Ho
put them on, removed his sleeping-cap, and
tidicd his scanty locks, He took a glance out

of the window. There was an ominous silence,
Not a boy was in sight, '

Thoere was an excellent reazon for this, Mr.
Crowell's figure at the window had not been
overlooked. The juniors had deliberately
chouted for the sole purpose of awakening the
Housemaster. The sight of him was enough.
Having made one or two general remarks
about the Test-match, they made themselves
scarce.

But they weren't far away. The whole
crowd—and it numbered over half the
Remove and a sprinkling of Third-Formers—
was waiting behind the hedge, some distance
down Bellton Lane.

“This is the real test,” muttered Hand-
forth anxiously. “How the dickens can we
wait until Parkington comes?” "

“JFrightful suspense, dear old fellow,
agreed Travers.

At that very moment Mr. Crowell was
hurryving down the Ancient House stairs. In
the lobby he found Kirby Keeble Parking-
ton. The leader of the Red Hots was lean-
ing disconsolately against the open doorway.

“ Parkington !” shouted Mr. Crowell.

The ex-Carltonian glanced round.

“Oh, hallo, sir!” he said gloomily.
didn't expeet you down so carly.”

“ Where are all those boys ?” demanded Mr.
Crowell sharply. “Those boys who were out
in the Triangle a few minutes ago?”

“Thev've gone, sir.”

Mr, Crowell seized Parkington by
shoulder.

“Thore shall be a heavy reckoning for this,
voung man ! he said furiously. “In defiance
aof my orders those boys have gone to the

lll’

the
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Test-match.  In the whole of my carcer I
have never——"

“Here, wait a minute, sir!"
Parkington, staring. *‘Did
defiance of your orders, sir?”

“1 did, Parkington.”

“Dut surely you've made a mistake, sir?”
said the junior, “There’s the notice on tho
board, sir, as plain as the nose on vour face.
You can’t blame the fellows for taking advan-
tage of your gencrosity——"

He broke off as Mr. Crowell tottered over
towards the board. The Housemaster's eyves
almost bulged as he saw the notice., It was
his own notice, sure enough—his own hand-
writing. There is was, pinned up. And tho
message it gave out was unmistakable. With
that strip of paper cut off, and the all-
important “not ” missing, the notice, instead
of being a prohibition, beeame a j.crnnt.

The Housemaster swayed. After his ex-
periences of vesterday he was ready to
believe that he actoally had written that
notice. e realised that the permit would
have to stand now, especially as the boys
had gone.

“Really. Parkington. I—I feel quite run

interrupted
you say in

down,” murmured Mr. Crowell. “I shall
have to take a holiday.”

“You nced one, sir,” said the junior
earnestly. I suppose you couldn't let mo

off that punishment, sir?” he added, in a
wistful voice,

“Punishment 7 said Mr. Crowell, with a
start, “ What punishment ?”

“Didn’t you tell me last night, sir. that I
should have to stay behind?” asked Park-
ington. “1It's a bit hard, when all the other
chaps—"

“Forget 1t, Parkington,” broke in Mr.
Crowell, tottering away. "“As the others
have gone, vou can go, too. I—I must go and
lic down. I am feeling quite ill.  And this
very morning I shall go away for a rest. I
nced a change.”

The leader of the Red-Hots grinned to
himself as he sped like a hare across the
Twrangle. There was nothing really wrong
with Mr. Crowell, except that he did need a
short holiday., And by spoofing him like this
tho juniors had made up his mind for him.

“Well ” went up a chorus, as Parkington
broke through the hedge.

“ All serene. sweethearts,” grinned the red-
headed young giant. *“It worked like a
dream. Woe can go to the giddy Test-match
and there'll be no punishment,”

“Good cgg!” said Handforth heartily.
“Como on, my merry lads—the road that
leads to Lerds 1s the one for us!”

THE END.

(** Handy's Helping Hand ! "' is the title of
next week's complete yarn feafuring the
Cheery Cinons of St. Frank's—and it's o
real seream from start to finish l)



Red-Hot Thrills In The Tropics!

By ihe King's Adventure No. 8 : Kid strode up.to him,
: X “what’s your trouble?”
Command I KING LOOPY’S' TRIUMPH! _ The Cowboy Kid

ETWEEN 1,500 handed him a létter,
B and 2,000 natives ““ 'l leach those slaver-iradersS which the man opencd
. s . I g

of orangaloo g lesson ” says the Cowboy Kid—  43e "l g

eyes marrowed as he

ing in the blazing sun, and be does! looked at Loopy
their necks gripped in suspiciously.
slave-forks, when King “This i1z from our

Loppy Lane, the Cowboy Kid, broke cover chief, Quereto, right enough,” he ened.
and marched into the clearing witk Kiki, the “He asks us to release the slaves and go
black boy, beside him. Sheba, his aboard our ship. We're told to steam
magnificent pet tiger, prowled e little away, That's funny. Quereto brought us
behind. At sight of the ferocious animml, here to load a cargo of slaves. He's no
the man in charge of the machine-gun crew quitter.” His voice rose savagely, *‘What
from the slave ship—now anchored in the have you done with him?”
bay—which was guarding the captives  Tgopy grinned.
immediately leapt to the murderous weapon  «py oy fresh.” h ied. “T took
and, kneeling, covered Sheba with it. on-y get tresn, . Sh o
: vt ; Quereto and. his three slaver pals up the
_One second’s hesitation on Loopy’s part and mountains to find some buried treasure. We
his_beloyed tiger would have gcen riddled found it all right. He’s gone mad over if.
with bullets; but the Cowboy Kid leapt in Some of you saw the gold crown. It's
front of her and waved a white handkerchief, nothing compared with what he found up
“’h"‘.'h ]?E pl.lnf‘!d from hlS I)O'Gk‘."tc therc. He wants vou to taJke -ﬂ_he f_.;hip back
The blacks, who were suffering agonies home. He'll follow later, He's gonner sell
from want of rest, food and water, stirred her for scrap and retire from blackbirding.”
hopefully as their king hurried by, looking The slaver scowled viciously. '
@ mere boy in his chaps, his chequered shirt, “All right for him,” he growled, turning
;.]aﬁf ﬂoﬁ;]ugjimt;ﬁ“urfed bo(?ti]and %teftﬁml the letter over and over, “but where do we
He migl tI‘I g a?‘“ saved them belore. come in? We're all on sharing terms.”
s BEGIG. T 30 Wene Loopy answered with a shrug of indiffer-
"“Waal,” drawled the swarthy, bearded ence.
rascal who worked the machine gun, as the “He's gonner share out what he gets for



38

the diamonds and the rubies and the gold and
tho emeralds he's found,” he said.

“He don't say so in his letter,” snapped
the gunman truculently.
¢ Loopy thought it was time to show a bold
ront.

“What are you gonner do?” he asked.
“Obey orders—or mutiny ?”

Kiki's big eyes were set wonderingly on
the Cowboy Kid. He knew from experience
—for he remembered how Quereto had
ravaged and burned and killed on a previous
visit to the island—that the slaver's men
would pay for it if they disobeyed him—when
the slaver got back.

The bearded rascal folded up the letter
amlt put it in the pocket of his dirty linen
coat.

“Quereto wrote this right enough,” he
growled. “All right—I'll free the slaves;
but vou don't catech me steaming awav from
the island. I'll take my crew aboard and
wait for the chief.” He leered at Loopy
cunningly, “If Quereto's got the treasure,
we're gonner share before we leave Ban-
galloola, not wait till the ship’s broken up.”

He shouted orders which were repeated.
Instantly the camp broke into feverish
activity, the slavers liurrying about among
the slaves and freeing them. As each man
was released he leapt to his feet with shouts
of joy, waved his crippled arms, and then
limped away into the forest. Within an
hour the last man had been freced.

The crew of rascals from the slave ship
stacked the slave forks and dismantled the
machine gun., Then, shouldering their rifles
and carrying the gun, they trailed off amnd
vanished, their leader saving they would
come back for the slave-forks later.

King Loopy tumbled on the grasz and
mopped his perspiring forehead.

“Kiki,"” he eried,” it worked. The slaves
are free. And in case those villains change
their minds and come back, send out mes-
sengers ordering all the natives to take to
their canoes and leave Bangalloola, There's
danger for them as long as the slave ship
stavs here,”

IKiki hesitated.

“Me not likum leavey keeng,” he said.

“Don’t you worry about me, Kiki,” urged
the Cowboy Kid. “I'm all right. T've got
my tiger to stand by me. Think of all those
black pals of yours and what will happen to
them 1f that machine-gun scoundrel should
change his mind,”

Still Kiki lingered.

“Whatum happen to slaver Quercto and
other nasty swhitey men Keeng Loopy
shutum up in cave on mountain ?” he asked.

“Odf, they'll just have to stay there until
T've saved my black people, Kiki,” said the
Cowboy Kid. “Now run along and send the
messengors.”’

Kiki raced into the forest. Loopy waited
in the shade of a palm, with the tiger
stretched beside him, eating the fruit and
the nuts he had gathered on his march down
the mountain to the slave camp. The
slavers came back and bore away many of
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the slave-forks, bringing a couple of hundred
scared Bangalloola natives to carry them.
T'wice they came.

“The rest can wait until the morning,”
snapped their leader. “ And Quercto ought
to be showing up then.”

The Cowboy Kid grinned at his tiger.
l%uc—reto and his three principal officers were
shut up in the mountain cave which he
and KiEi had blocked up before they brought
the letter down to camp, and were likely to
stay there until Loopy let them out.

Kiki did not furn up again until the cool
of the evening. He was excited.

“Kiki carry message,” he
hoarsely. “All canoes makey ready.
people leavey 1sland. Keeng Loopy
she-cat comey see,”

He led the Cowboy Kid through the forest
and along a narrow trail which led to a
high rock, from which Loopy could sce tho
ocean shimmering in the light of the sud-
denly risen moon, day having closed in like
the dropping of camera shutter during their
marcl.

He could see the lights of the slave ship at
anchor. And far away, crossing the main
strecak of shimmering moonlight, he made
out a snake-like line that wriggled and curved
as if it were alive. It stretched a mile or
two. The Cowboy Kid laughed, for he
knew the snake was made up of canoes, cach
one of which was carrying a full load of
Bangalloola natives to safety.

Nobody on board the ancixorod slave ship
scemed to take any notice. King Looﬁy
waited until the snake wanished over the
edge of the horizon, and then followed the
narrow path back in the direction of the
clearing. He yawned, for he was tired.

“Kiki,” he said, “I'm going to sleep here.
We'll go back to the ¢jty in the morning.
Looks as if you and I and Sheba will be the
only ones left in Bangalloola in a little
while,”

He stretched himself full length, using tho
tiger for a pillow. Kiki curled up at his
feet. The drone of insects lulled them and
their eyes closed, They slept until the
morning broke in sunlit glory.

whispered
Black
and

Shelled!

IKI was busy breaking sticks to make

iK a fire to cook the morning breakfast,

when he stopped and  uttered a

choking ery. Looking in the direc-

tion indicated by the black boy’s terrified

eves, the Cowboy Kid saw three men, wear-

ing sun helmets and linen suits, run into the
clearing.

“Steady, Kiki,” he ecried.
and his pals escaped from
cave!”

auercto caught sight of the Cowboy Kid,
and, raising a revolver, fired point blank as
him. The Cowboy didn't mind, for he had
replaced Quereto’s ball cartridges with blanks
before he shut the slaver up in the cave.
Remembering this, Quereto pocketed the

“It's Quercto
the mountain
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weapon and shook his clenched fist at the
Cowl{my Kid.

“Wait! You tricked me, but I'll drain
our veins of blood drop by drop—when I
ring my men back from the ship!” he
shouted furiously.

He signed to his pals and ran towards
Loopy; but half way he changed his mind,
for ho did not like the look of the heavy stock
whip the Kid held in his right hand, or the
lasso which looped down from the hook at
:}19 Kid's belt; elso, he rcmembered the
iger,

risks—there’'s the cursed
“Let’s

“We'll run no ! .
tiger!” he snavled to his companions,
get to the ship.”

So saving, he plunged down the hill and
vanished among the bushes, with the others
trailing at his heels.

'There was bound to be irouble once
Quereto reached the slave ship. King Loopy
decided to send Sheba after the villains, but
even as he called to her he found she was not
?nm}de him; the tiger had gone foraging for
ood.

“17°%i,” he eaid, his lips setting grimly,
“there’s going to be a serap. I'm not a bit
afraid of Querero and his slavers, but they’ve
got that machine gun; they've got their

a7

rifles and revolvers, and they’ll shoot at sight
once Quereto tells his tale.”

Whistling shrilly for his tiger, he managed
to bring Sheba to heel after a long wait.
She frisked her tail and licked her lips as
she raised her noble head and turned her
greenish eyes up at him, _

“You've enjoyed your meal, puss,” =aid
Loopy with a grin, “but Kiki and I will
have to wait until we know what the slavers
are going to do. Kiki, we'll go along {o
that look-out point and sce.”

When they reached the rocky cliff which
jutted out of the tropical forest, they could
see the great golden sandy beach stretching
for miles.

Although she was anchored nearly a mile
out, the slave ship appeared to be close to
the shore. And as they looked they could see
four tiny specks moving across the golden
flat of the beach. The specks moved to the
sea’s edge and stayed there. Another speck
dropped down from the side of the slave
ship and moved over the water towards
the sand. Tho four specks got into it and
it went back again. A boat had put out to
take Quereto and his three principal officers
aboard.

King Loopy sat down, watching.

“Do vou think all the natives left the
island last night, Kiki?” he asked.

The lasso whistled through the

air, closed over the machine gun,

and Loopy jerked it away from

the enraged slaver. Then :

““ Down ’em, Sheba ! ** ordered
the Cowboy Kid.

“QOughtey do,” replied the black boy.
“Muchee frightened.”

But they bad not all gone, for even as the
Cowboy Kid asked the question he saw two
or threce war canoes round a point of the
island and go paddling towards the horizon.

Far away as they were, he could tell that
they were packed with natives, They moved
swiftly, making for the open sca. Only a
thin streak of smoke rose straight up from
the funncl of the slave ship. It would take
her a long time to get steam up. The
Cowboy Kid laughed happily.

“Kiki,” he ecried, *“they’ll
away 1"

But he spoke too soon, for a puff of white

get safely
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smoke broke from the side of the slaver.
"Then the air shook and a loud hoom set the
drums of Loopy's ears vibrating. The Kid
leapt excitedly to his feet.

“The cowards are firing on them!” he
yelled.

Another boom echoed deafeningly; a third,
a fourth, a fifth—and Loopy saw one of
the canoes blotted right out of the picture.
The others, scattering, made off in different
dircctions.

“It's murder, Kiki!” muttered the Cowboy
Kid, “Wouldn't I give something to get
cven with that blackguard Quereto!”

One canoe only was sunk, he reckoned; the
rest had got safely away., Loopy decided to
stay where he was. Kiki went in seareh
of food and came back with calabash full of
water, some fruit and some nuts,

As they ate the Cowboy Kid saw some
srgcks drop down from the side of the slave
ship and move {owards the sandy beach.
They were boats, and a crowd of smaller
specks got out of them when they beached.
Quereto had brought a landing party.

Presently Loopy heard the sound of shots,
and a rattle which he knew was the stammer
of the machine gun. The Cowboy Kid
sprang to his feet.

“He's either trying to scare what natives
remain, or else he's shooting them down in
cold blood. I can't stay here,” he eried. “1I
must do something to try and stop it.”

Then a rolling boom rumbled from far
out to seca. The Kid swung quickly round.
The sky was just a sweep of cloudless blue;
the ocean a great, still, shimmoring lake
streaked with molten gold.

With a gasp of astonishment King Loopy
saw a fountain of water leap up from tﬁe
sea not thirty vards away from the slave
ship. It was followed by another boom and
another splash. Then he knew.

“Kiki!” he shouted. “That's a shell from
a big gun. There's somebody out on a shi
at sca who doesn’t like Quereto and his
slaver. By George! Did you see that?
That one dropped close in. The next one
may hit her—— Cripes! There she goes!”

Kiki rolled his eves as the shell hit the
slave ship right bang in her middle, sending
a shower of splinters high into the air. The
first hit on the target was followed by a
seccond—and as flames and smoke burst ont
from the anchored slaver, she began to sink.

“Hurrah I ecried Loopy Lane excitedly.
He picked up bis stock whip and moved io-
wards the forest. “I don’t know who did it,
but it's somcebody who deoesn’t like black-
bird hunters. Querecto is stranded on tho
island with his men, for they've got no ship
to take them away. Kiki, let's go and find
‘era, I'll teach em a lesson !™

Before they dived into the forest the Cow-
boy Kid looked back. Ho was just in time
to sce the slave ship sink Dbeneath the sea.
He chifted his eyes towards the horizon.

The hull of a fast moving ship was iust
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showing up., a great trail of smoke spread-
ing out behind her.

B,

Homeward Bound!

HEN they reached the clearing where
he had freed the slaves, Loopy lLane
looked out cautiously from behind a

tree, It was just as well. for, nov
two hundred yards away from him stood

Quereto, the slaver, and his machine-gae
crew. The bearded rascal was crouching

down beside the gun, which was trained on a
double line of miserable wretches who were
chained together with slave-forks, and who
were kneeling in terror on the ground.

At the end of the clearing another baich
of wretched Bangalloola natives, similarly
linked, was gathered, Confronting them
ranged a firing party of men from tEFm slave
ship, waiting f%)r the order to shoot the black
men down.

Pressing his finger to his lipz and motion-
ing Kiki to stay where he was, Loop
slipped away among the bushes with Sheba
by his side.

He tucked his stock whip under his
arm and loosed his lasso, gathering it up in
his fingers. Noiselessly, he shipped among
the bushes until he camo out behind Quereto.
The man behind the machine gun turned and
looked impatiently at his leader.

“What about ir, boss?"” he cried. “I'm
just waiting for the word to riddle 'em.”

Quereto laughed savagely.

“Why not ?” he shouted, “The blackbirds
are no use to us now. That must be Pirate
Coulaman who's sunk my ship. curse him!
He’s after blackbirds, too. Well, he'll find
'em all dead. Fire away, Rego!”

The man’s hand strayed to the handle of
the gun, but hefore he could fire it a loop
hurtled through the air and elosed over the
neck of the machine gun., Loopy jegked the
lasso and brought the weapon 511:1‘[]1:15: back
to him. As the man sprang to his feet with
a curse, and Quereto turned upon his heels,
Loopy pgave the tiger her "orders,

“Down ‘em, Sheba!” he cried.

With a flying leap the tiger hurled hor
gigantic striped body throug' the air.
Quereto went down under her, knocked clean
out by her flving weight. Then she sprang
at the machine gunner and flattened him
before he had time to shoot her.

With a spring the Cowboy Kid lashed the
others with his great stock whip. Then he
righted the machine gun and {urned it on
the firing party at the end of the clearing.
Sheba scattered Quereto’s officers, who dived
panic-stricken into the forest. King Loop:
sent @ spatter of machino-gun bullets jus
wide of the firing party as a reminder, Thev
dropped their guns and held their arms high
above their heads, One of them advanced to
within twenty yards of Loopy.

(Coneluded on paye 43.)

IAF
loet



30

START THIS MAGNIFICENT OLDEN TIMES SERIAL TO-DAY—SEE PAGE 40,

nights of th

By
DAVID GOODWIN

In the Shadow
of the Gallows!

‘ 0OG!”  shrieked
Vane, thrust-
ing his head
out of the
window. “You have sold your own neck.

You have parted booty with a highwayman
and stolen a horse, and, as there is a sky
above me, I will have you hanged for it!”

“Take me with you, Dick!”’ cried Ralph.

“No, no, youngster,”” replied Dick. *“I
care not the toss of a biscuit what befalls
me, but I won’t bring you into danger. Keep
a stout heart, boy, anci{ do as you’re bid, and
1'll have you free ere long.”

“You shall swing in chains for this night’s
worlk !’ scrcamed Vane, shaking his fist. “ I’ll
set the Riders on you, and you’ll be taken
before the dawn. Your cursed father——"

Dick jerked his horse up to the coach,
suatched the whip from the coachman’s hand,
and laid it about Vane’s head and shoulders
till the man withdrew inside the vehicle,
shrieking and cursing. Then, wheeling round,
Dick gave a couple of smart cuts to each
of the three hores, sending them off at full
gallop, with the coach bumping behind them.
The noise of the wheels and hoofs died down

In which young Dick Forresler in

joins forces with Turpin, nolori-
ous bhighwayman !

he Road!

e ——
e ——— —

the distance, and
Dick found himself on
the bleak highway
with Turpin, the out-
law.

“Well, sir,” said the
highwayman, still laughing jovially, “you
have burned your boats, as the buccaneers
say. ’'Twas a plucky deed, but yonder
old curmudgeon will set the King's Riders
on you, as sure as those guineas hang ab
your belt.”

“The guincas .are my own,” said Dick,
“thanks to you.”

“The judge at T.incoln Assizes will think
differently,” said Turpin, as they turned and
walked their mounts along the road, “and
your uncle is plainly a man of power and
position. It will be far from helping you
when they learn at whose hands you toolk
the guineas, for I am wanted in every assize-
court in England. That horse under you is
alone enough to condemn you by, believe
me.”’

“I am a Forrester,” said Dick proudly;
““the Forresters do not hang.”

““ A Forrester of Fernhall 7’

“J&F!”

“You will find they will hang a Forrester
of Fernhall as high as any tinker that ever
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stole a till,” said the outlaw dryly, “though
I do not deny you come of a ﬁmve race.
Tell me something of this disinheritance of
yours as we ride.”’

There was a careless, breezy good-fellow-
ship about the outlaw that, despite the rascal
Dick knew him to be, drew the boy’s heart.
Besides, he felt little more than an outlaw
himself, driven from his home and hunted
among men. IHe told Turpin many things
of his history, and they rode far along the
road, for the tale took long in telling,

“It grieves me sore,” said Turpin grimly,
at last, “that I did not put a brace of bullets
through that uncle of yours when I had him
at my pistol’s-point. The world would have
been riéJ of a very dirty scoundrel!”

Dick looked up suddenly.

“What comes yonder ?”' he said sharply. *I
hear hoofs on the road.”

The highwayman pricked his ears and
listened.

“So soon!"” he muttered. ‘‘They have lost
no time. It is the King's Riders, boy. They
come from east and they come from west,”and
we are hemmed in.”

“The King’s Riders?"” exclaimed Dick.

“Ay,” cried Turpin, spurring forward.
“Now choose if you will die by a bullet or
by the rope, boy. Ior if you fight they will
stol you, and if you surrender they will
Eang you, and there is no middle way.”

Even as he spoke, from either side came
two bodies of armed horsemen, galloping be-
tween the high hedges of tho lane. A com-
manding voice rang above the clatter of the
hoofs:

““Surrender, in the King’s name!”

“By the rood,” said Dick, with a grim
laugh, as his horse reared up at the sound
of the pursuers coming, *‘it looks as though
the curse of the Forresters is about to
claim its own!"

“No time to talk!” cried Turpin. “Here,
take this, and if you'll save your neck from
the rope, see that you do not miss. I'll draw
them after me, for the price of my head is
the higher, and do you clap spurs to that
beast of yours and ride for your life.”’ '

The highwayman handed a heavy single
horse pistol to his young comrade, and the
bov took it. But where he was to ride he
did not see. The hedge hemmed them in,
and the King’s Riders came from both sides.
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The leader of the captors had called his
summons to surrender while he was still some
way off, and as the two squads of horsemen
dashed 1n from different directions, there was
still a few moments grace. The highwayman
did not waste them. The instant he had given
his single pistol to Dick he whipped a long
double one from his holster, emptied it at
the two nearcst pursuers, and then clapped
his heels to his mare.

Dick looked on in amazement. He saw
the two Riders lurch as the pistols spoke, and
tumble out of their saddles in two woeful
heaps; but what Turpin could hope to do
the boy could not see. Yet, as soon as the
highwayman was fairly started, he turned
sharply at a part of the hedge that jutted
out, and with a wrench and a spring the
wonderful black mare skimmed eclear over
five and a half feet of the quickset hedge,
landed cleanly on the other side, and was off
like an arrow from the bow.

‘“After him,” wvelled the captain of the
Riders. ““Ride him down, fools! "T'is Turpin
himself, and there’s five hundred on his head!
Three of you stop and seize the boy!”

Six of the Riders immediately put their
horses at the fence, and one, finding a gap,
crashed through. He -was instantly followed
by the others, who all set off in full ery
atter Turpin’s retrpating figure, while the
fugitive threw back a mocking laugh through
the moonlight.

The other three rode full at Dick—one be-
hind and two before. By all the rules of
war it was madness to resist, but Dick For-
rester's blood was roused to mad recklessness
at the sight of the highwayman's dashing
escape, With a shout of defiance, he
thundered towards the two that came, from
his front, to seize him.

“Surrender, vyou young f[ruit-o’-the-gal-
}iow?!” shouted the one behind. “Ialt, or I

re.!l

Bang! went the pistol. and Dick felt the
ball scream past his ear as he rode. At the
same moment there was a scream of pain in
front, and Dick saw one of his assailants
topple headlong from the saddle. The man
behind had fired, and hit one of his own
comrades.

The other of the two in front pulled up
hurriedly for fear of getting a bullet himself—

uncle,
VANE FORRESTER,

and the two boys are held up by
DICK TURPIN, the famous highwayman.

in amazement,
road? "

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

DICK FORRESTER learns upon the death of his father that all the vast Fernhall estutes and
fertune, with the exception of a hundred guineas, have passed into the hands of his rascally

The latter refuses to give the boy his money and, appointing himself

guardian, states his intention of sending Dick and his brother,

RALPH FORRESTER, to Duncansby School—a notorious place in the north of England from
which, once they arrive there, they are not likely to leave. Travelling north by coach, Vane

Turpin robs Vane of all his money, but returns a
hundred guineas to Dick when he hears the boy's story.
and, cutting loose the leading coach-horse, jumps upon its back, 1)
*“ Why, my young cockerel,’”” he says, *'arz you going to join me on the

(Now read on.)

Dick then leaps out of the coach
The highwayman looks on
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for the fellow behind was levelling his second
barrel—and roared out to him, in the name
of all the fiends, to stop firing.

But by that time Dick had crashed full into
him, and the boy’s powerful coach-horse, as
he plunged ahead, bowled over man and hoise
like ninepins. Diel galloped furiously down
the road, pmsued by the man with the pistol,
who lired his second barrel vainly as he went.
Coming to a gap in the hedge, the . boy
wrenched his horse through it, and struek
out across country like a master of the hounds.

“After him!”’ screamed the captain’s voice
in the distance. *“Don’t let him get away, ye
knaves!”

“Hurroo!” yelled Dick, as the wind
whistled in his ears, and his horse’s hoofs
sent the turf flying, “Come and take me,
he who ean!”

He erashed throvugh a hazel hedge, and
went ahead at a furious pace,” the heavy
coach-horse covering the moonlit meadows in
great bounds. TIn the rear thundered the
pursuers, and far on the left flank Dick could
still hear the hcoofs of those who were after
Turpin.

“Gadzooks! he’s a plucky fellow, and he
did me a right good turn,” eried Dick as he
galloped on. “If ’tis true it’s the famous
Black Bess he'’s riding, I'll warrant he’ll lead
them a rare dance. Mad they all ridden at
me I should have been caught and bound
by now, and then, ho! for the black cap and
the cibbet!”

Branded an Qutlaw!

TCK very soan found, however, that
) he was a long way from safety yet,
and, mndeed, it was not till much
later that he found how completely
and uiterly bevond the pale of the law he
had put himself.

The King's Riders had bungled the first
attack, thanks to Turpin’s smartness and
Dick's headlong dash, but they were no
‘beginners at the game, and knew well what
to do. In a very short time those who had
followed Turpin, finding themselves out-
stripped by Black Bess, hurried back to their
captain, who spread them out in a wide
circle to eut off Dick Forrester's retreat,
and close in on him. After a few minutes
ride he nearly cantered right into the arms
of two of them.

“That's the cub Torrester!” shouted the
captain. ‘““Nail him, lads. They’'ll pay well
for him—dead or alive! Never mind the
other, if you can get your hands on this
one!”

A Jong, shrill hoot from a hunting-horn
rang across the fields, and five horsemen
came circling down upon Dick. He forced
his beast to its utmost pace again, and rode
gtraight for a small wood that lay on his
right.

He crashed into it, startling the birds and
the feeding rabbits, and in strong peril of
bkeing knocked on the head by a branch; but

a1

he rode struight to its further border, and
halted ta listen.

Already he could hear the crashing of the
Riders’ horses as thev entered, and the ery of
onie who was swept from his saddle by an
overhanging bough He had shaken off the
bulk of them. But two came cantering
rourndd the rim of the copse, and before they
could cut him off, Dick broke cover, and
struck across the open again.

“Yoicks! Gone awayv!” shouted the two
Riders, and they were instantly joined by a
third. Dick’s ruse, however, had disposed
of the rest of the party.

“I’ve but three at my heels,” he muttered,
glancing back as he flew along, “though
that's plenty to catch and hang me, if T fail
to outdistance them. A plague on it, this
beast of mine is floundering!”

The coach-horse, heavy and powerful for
his own work, was showing signs of distress
under this cross-country frolie, and the more
lightly-mounted riders began to gain. Dick
felt the priming of his pistol.

“I won't use it,” he muttered, “if 1 can
help it. ’Tis no sport to pistol a man, and
they are domng their duty. I'd rather
swing. Nay, I'll use the butt-end with a
will 1f that will help, but I fear they've got
me |”

Desperate as he was, Dick’s stomach roso
at the thought of shooting down one of his
assailants. He was young enough to shrink
from staining his hands with blood; yet
there might be no help for it. Fate had
driven him hard :

A ray of hepe shot through him. Away
ahead, under the light of the moon, he saw
the cold shimmer of a river He headed to-
wards it, the Riders hot upon his trail, and
thundered down towards its bank.

The autumn rains had swollen it to a heavy
flood, and though Dick reached it at a
ford, there was an angry, swirling rush of
water coming past, It was far too wide to
leap, being fifty vards across, and Dick
drove his horse into 1t at once. ;

Ie foaught omt into mid-stream, and the
pursuers, arriving on the bank, pulled up
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and hesitated, They called loudly on Dick
to return and surrender, but a mocking
laugh was the only answer. The leader of
the Riders drew his pistol and fired at Dick,
his two men following suit with more care-
ful aim. The boy heard the whistle of the
bullets, but the cold, dim light, and the
background of the trees beyond, made accu-
lrute shooting impossible. The shots did no
larm,

“We must after him!” eried the leader,
thrusting his pistol back into the holster,
and driving his horse into the water. “At
him, lads! Once get across, and that horse
of his won’t last much longer.”

Dick gained the bank, and the leading
Rider and one of his men fought their way
across the flooded stream inch by inch as
he galloped off; but the horse of the third
refused, and neither whip nor spur could
make him face the flood.

“They're across; they're alter me!”
thought Dick, as he looked back; and he
felt his own steed blundering along like a
wounded bull, with neck outstretched.

He galloped along the bank of the river
before turning inland, and suddenly, away
on the right, he saw a third pursuer leap
the river at a narrower place—a magni-
ficent éump+

“He's got a good horse, yonder Rider,”
muttered Dick, “and this poor beast of mine
is nearly done. They’ll soon have me now.”

The two pursuers who had crossed at the
ford were not a dozen yards behind him now.
Kach called on the other to shoot, but both
had emptied their pistols at the ford.

Then, with a lurch and a stagger, the
coach-horse went down heavily, and Dick
rolled along the turf like a shot rabbit,

Before he could move a finger to escape
or defend himself, the two pursuers had
flung themselves from their horses and were
upon him.  His horse lay dying beside
him, and he was in the grip of those who
would take him to the ga'lz!ows.

. “Hold him fast!” eried one breathlessly.
‘S’blood! How the cub fights!”

“Quiet himm with a pistol-butt, Harry!”
cried the other. *““Quick, while T hold his
hands! Give him a knock on the head and
he’ll go the easier!”

Dick fought and struggled like a wild cat.
Twice he all but dragged himself clear of
his captors, and thrice they yelped out in
pain as his fists or his knees went home.
But they mastered him at last, and one
crossed the boy’s arms beneath him while
the other grasped a pistol by the barrel and
raised 1t to strike.

“Cowards!” gasped Dick. “Put me on my
feet, and I'll floor the pair of you.”

“(Give him the butt, Hal!” replied the one
who was holding him.

The man with the pistol grunted fiercely,
and raised his weapon to strike. There was
a sudden flash and a bang, and the man
‘with the pistol fell forward limply over
Dick’s prostrate body.

The other Rider jumped up with a
frightened oath, but a great black shadow
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whirled forward and was upon him like a
thunderbolt. It was a man on horseback.
The butt of a pistol felled the Rider to the
ground, and as the stranger pulled up his
horse with a jerk, a volco called aloud:

“Well, young-cock-o'-the-night, am I in
good time, or have they cracked vour pate?
Ecod! You'll never bo necarer the gallows-
tree than vou were then!”

“Dick Turpin!” cried the boy, shaking oft
the fallen King's Rider and scrambling up.
“'Twas you I saw, then, leaping the river!”

“Ay, 'twas I,” replied the highwayman
with a laugh. “It did not take me all the
night to shake off those shouting fools on
their market-cart nags; and when they lost
me I circled round to see how you were’
faring. Our acquaintance is short, but I
have conceived overmuch liking for you to
sea vou swing in chains so early!”

“I'm mightily obliged to you,” said Dick
Forrester, shaking himself. “T had just
given myself up for lost. Let us see how
the enemy has fared.”

He turned over the Rider who had held
the pistol, and started up with a white face,
There was blood upon his hands.

“Heaven above us, Turpin, you have
killed him! Oh, preserve us, but this is a
terrible night’s work!”

“(Gadzooks, boy, is this all your grati-
tude?” said the highwayman coolly. “Pink
me! What a fuss about a King’s Rider!
For me, I find them much too plentiful to
mourn over the loss of one.”

“ And the other?” cried Dick wretchedly.
“ITe’s dead, too, or near it!”

“Torrester, my lad, you are monstrous
squeamish for a knight o’ the road. If I
held my hand you would be on the way to
the assize court lock-up with a cracked skull
by now, with a stretched neck and a coat of
tar to look forward to.”

“Ay. but to kill a king’'s man!” groaned
Dick, swallowing a lump in his throat.

“Well, give yourself no alarm,” said Tur-

in, dismounting from his horse and exam-
ining the men, ‘“‘for this one has no more
than a bullet wound in the shoulder, and
has lost consciousness., The other is but
stunned by too sudden an acquaintance with
the butt of my pistol, and will soon come to.
Tt were best to finish them both off, lest they
tell tales. There is no good King’s Rider
but a dead one.”

A sudden anger rose within Dick. Turpin’s
callousnes, his utter disregard of kiﬁin% a
man appalled the boy who, although reckless
and high-spirited, was gentle of nature. He
had heard terrible stories of the notorious
highwayman, and now he was willing to
believe them. His hand went to his side. -
With a flourish he withdrew his rapier.

“By Heaven, if you attempt it, T shall run
vou through the body!” cried Dick, spring-
ing forward, '

(Will Dick and Turpin cross swords ?
On no account must you miss reading next
Wednesday’s enthralling instalment of this
magnificent serial, chums !}
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The COWBOY RID & Co.

(Centinued from page 38.)
“We :urrender,”” he cried.
want vs to do?”

“Free those slaves,” said the Cowboy Kid
sternly,

“What a> :,f,‘ou

The men were removing the last of the
forks which imprisoned the Bangalloola
natives when there was an echoing tramp
of marching steps somewhere in the bush,
A minute ?ater a naval officer in tropical
uniform, followed by a hundred armed
sailors, swung into view.

King Twoopy left his machine gun and, with
Sheba by his side, went up to him. They
talked.

He was in command of a gunboat, tho
officer zaid, which had been sent out to search
for Quereto, the slaver. 'They had heard
firing at sea, and a canoe they picked up
full of Bangalloola natives supplied them
with information as to Quereto’'s where-
abouts. They had shelled his ship.

“We've heard about you—you're Loopy
Lane, the Cowboy Kid, and King of Dan-
galloola, aren’t you?” he zaid. **And this
tiger must be Sheba the the-cat. Going to
stay here?”

=r

“No,” replied Loopy. “I'm going home
for a httle while, though I may come back.”

Quereto and his fellow slavers were taken
prisoners aboard the gunboat. Their period
of villammy had come to an end. Soon they
would all be languishing in cells.

In the morning the gunboat steamed away
from Bangalloola. On board were the Cow-
boy Kid and Sheba. With clouded {face
Loopy watched the waving palms and the
long stretch of golden sand recede into the
distance. He wondered how Kiki was get-
ting along now—Kiki, who had left him with
tears in his eyes; Kiki, who had itmplored
him to “comey back sooney ™; Kiki, whom
ho had left in charge of Bangalloola until his
return—for Loopy did intend to return. 'To
him the island was home, and, besides, wasn't
he King Loopy of Bangalloola?

e spoke his thoughts to Sheba, who lay
at his feet, and bent down to stroke her
beantiful head.

The tiger yawned, roared, closed her eves
contentedly. She did not much mind where
she went as long as she was with her master
and friend.

THE EXND.

(A grand new series of complete stories
starting next Wednesday, in which you will
meet Dick Daring of Skinton School, and
Dusty, his pet dinosaur. Laughs galorve in
these corking yarns—and thrills, too!)
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(Continted from page 20.)

join them, it is equally certain that Captain
Angel would shmot me on sight. 1 don't in-
tend to give him that pléasure,”

“By gad, you're nright, siv,’
Adams, ~yE oA

said

My,

#

ELSON LEK'S plans were not destined
to materinlise. .o

Night "eame, aud with it the mists,

before. A completoe
brooded ever the weed. Then, suddenly, it
wias. shattered. » Reports sounded—many of
thim-—=accompanied. by a confused shouting.

Théze. on the Vuliure rushed on deck and
stood listening. It was obvions that some-
thing dramatic had happened- —somuthmﬁ uh-

v \,;Ur toed,
‘Mo soon®  muitered Leo an\mnsh
‘Adams. Pm dn.ud that that dog, Angel,
}m~ forestalled U=!  Within an hoor T should
have been off on my mission of peace, And
now this —"" - s :
“There is somethiug boarding us!
Tated Mr. Adams anluplh
- Ho - gralibed for his  revolver, buf 'Leo
checked - "him. - A slim - figure . van ~lightly-
dawn the. deek. « Tt was the Girl of the Weed
—hersfage pale with fright, her oves full of
npﬁ{-al hee hw.nh well-nigh spent.
“What is 1t 7" asked Lee urgentiy.

- as ssilence

A :
ejnei-

“Thoso

. #0hT come—please |” she pauted, ” o
_r_r+m] have turned on,ns—on my father and
all the others! Captain "Angel says™ that

" the’
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he's now king, and he means to rule us all,
He has shat my father——"

“Shot him!™ shoutrd Nipper. in lLarror.

“1 believe he is dead!™ sobbed Mary, 1
saw him fdll, and—and then I thou ht of
vou. _ They tried to stop me,”—she ﬁmu ed
ugly  brotses on her arns—"but 1
wriggled away. They even fived at me.
Ploase -—-please come!”
" Lee’s eves were burning with
now saw a deep, angry furrow
shoulder—the frail of a bullet,
a lot of hlood,

az he -
in the gitl's.
She had lost
and she was almost fainting.

Fury
3

U Nippert” smapped the great detective,
“'['nkc‘ her below and attend to thiz wound.
And be quick dl,mi it, because there's other
work to be dong,’ " :

“You " mean—-—"
lessly, '

51 mean that we're going as soon as we
can prepare ourselves,” replied Nelsen Lee,
“Laptam”Angel may think that he is master
of the situation, hut he has us to recken
with. ~ And woe have our own score 1o seitle
with bhim, teo!”

asked Nipper breathe-

THE END.
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